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CHAPTER I. 

A NIGHT ADVENTURE. 

These is an evil neighbourhood in London 

— ^in the heart of London — in the black 

heart of London — and this is what it is 
like: — 

A labyrinth of narrow streets, bordered by 

rows of houses, tottering, crumbling, dark- 

some, sinister, menacing a faU— streets 

which, at every twenty or thirty yards, 

show sudden chinks, opening into frowsy 

courts and pestilential alleys. 
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and, on a night like this, comfortable in the 
extreme* 

One peculiarity in this gentleman's yisage 
remains to be noticed — a peculiarity with 
which, being of a. retiring disposition, and 
averse to attracting the public regard, he 
would gladly have dispensed. The left side 
of his face, nearly covering the entire cheek, 
showed a dark-blue scar, from which, among 
his friends, he derived his euphonic appella- 
tion of Powder Blue. 

This disfigurement had arisen from an 
accident. 

Drying some gunpowder in a pan over a 
fire in the Australian bush, a spark had 
ignited the whole, and the powder not only 
shaved away his then bushy whiskers, but 
left marks, upon one cheek at least, as if he 
had been cunningly tattooed by a New Zea- 
land savage. 

" It's like my luck," he would observe, in 
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his usual grumbling tones ; ^^ as if I wam't 
sufficiently marked by the perlice, but I 
must go and mark myself. As much as if 
I said, * Here's Joe Bradley ' (this was what 
he always termed his ^^ catechiz' " name), 
^ conwick ; come and take him.' I'm blessed 
if, when I see myself for the fust time after 
the blow up, in a looking-glass, if I didn't 
feel inclined to starve decent, and turn 
honest man. But my means," he would 
add, when telling the story to his cronies, 
" was sich, I couldn't aflEbrd it. Ser-ci-it-y 
had entered into 'a conspiracy agin me, and 
wouldn't have me as a fust-class gen'leman 
at any price. So Powder Blue I was, and 
Powder Blue I am ; and it doesn't trot so 
badly, after all. When a ^ job ' is comin' 
off, I paints my mug gollopshus, and 
works the oracle with the feelin's of a 
hartist." 

The man had halted at the ever-open 
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doors of one of the few respectable shops in 
the " Warren " — a pawnbroker's. 

A great, glittering bee-hive it was, in 
which the drones wer^ the only pillaged, 
and sent back to work I after their fashion. 
The man with the blue face disappeared for 
a minute or two ; then returned without his 
bundle, his " blue " changed, from the in- 
tensity of his rage, almost to black, at the 
audacity of the oflfer. 

*^ A shilling ! " he said, tossing a coin 
contemptuously in his hand. " Well, times 
%% changed ! To think of Joe Bradley, fust- 
class perfesshunal, A 1, treated as if he 
were a crooked Z at the end o' the hal- 
phabet ! I knows my powers and my place. 
Ah ! if it wasn't for lack of the brads, what 
a man Pd be ! I'm a man of inwentions, I 
am ; and 'as to mix with these chaps as is 
is only fit to pinch a boh (rob a till), it isn't 
in my natur'. I want somethink gigantic, 
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yast — something as will do me oredit when 
my hist'ry comes to be writ in the news- 
papers I '' He called them "noose-papers," 
and certainly the hempen portion of our 
dinmal literature was the only attractive 
reading to Mr. Bradley. 

He was still standing in the shadow of 
the doorway, irresolutely turning the shil- 
ling in his hand, when a man came quickly 
down the street. He came on so fast that 
Powder Blue had no time to see his face ; but 
he saw that he was well dressed, and held a 
cigar-case in his hand — a handsome case, 
from which he had just abstracted a cigar. 
The gleam of a watch-chain and the glitter 
of a ring were also apparent. 

A change, as rapid as it was bad, came 
over the thief's manner. 

He crouched back into the darkness, like 
a wild beast about to spring. 

Here was a chance, at any rate. The 
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thief gazed up and down the street. AH 
was still and dreary as the grave. 

He crept from Hs hiding-place, swiMy, 
tiger-like, but ever shouldering the wall, to 
which his shadow also clung, following his 
murderous steps, dark and menacing like 
himself. 

A curious change also had come over the 
fellow's face. The features had wrinkled 
themselves together like the face of a tiger ; 
his foot&ll fell noiselessly upon the broken 
and greasy pavement, while the hand, ex- 
tended forward, vibrated with a horrible 
eagerness. 

Powder Blue was " at work." 

The man in front walked jauntily along, 
humming an opera tune, while he prepared 
the means to light the cigar he had taken 
from his case. A man of middle height, 
spare and sinewy — a man seemingly of 
character and substance, altogether out 
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of place in the '^Warren" at such an 
hour. 

The gleam of the guard-chain and the 
glitter of the rings had proved too much 
for the robber's greed. Was this the great 
benefit fortune had in store ? He did not 
pause to ask himself the question. He saw 
but the rings and watch, and he hungered 
for them with a hunger too powerful to be 
repressed. 

The gentleman, after passing the doorway 
in which Powder Blue had been ensconced, 
never looked behind him once ; but jauntily 
singing, tried match after match, without 
effect, ^to light the cigar he held in his hand. 
After trying a third match, he halted impa- 
tiently under the feeble gleam of a dismal 
lamp, and tried several, flinging them down 
one after the other, as they spluttered and 
went out. 

Such an opportunity was not to be lost. 



lO WAo Will Save Her? 

The man bent his head over another 
match, which he had succeeded in lighting. 
The crouching figure of the garotter was 
just behind, a horrible, compressed heap, 
about to spring. The knee was bent, the. 
arm crooked for the fatal hug, when sud- 
denly the smoker — he had succeeded in 
lighting his cigar — wheeled round, and 
blazed the match in his face. 

" Is that you. Powder Blue ? It seems 
you are hard up for a job to-night ! " 

The would-be garotter was erect at once, 
his countenance displaying every degree of 
alarm and confusion. 

" Mr. Kockwood ! " 

" Ho, ho ! " laughed the other, with the 
utmost calmness, twirling round the end of 
the fusee, then throwing it contemptuously 
in Bradley's face. " This is your gratitude, 
is it, for having got you off I don't know 
how many times, when you ought to have 
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been hung up as high as Kaman ? I saw 
yon lurking in the doorway^ and knew you 
meant mischief." 

" If I had know'd it was you, Mr. Bock- 
wood, I'd rather have cut my hand off than 
ha' dreamed o' sich a thii^ ! " 

"If it hadn't been for me, where would 
you have got that last alibi ? If it hadn't 
been for me — " 

" I know it, guv'nor — I know it I There's 
not a chap in the * Warren,' as, when the 
hour o' trouble comes, doesn't know what 
he owes to Mister Eockwood. Why, 'twas 
only the other day I says — " 

" Never mind what you said. It is quite 
sufficient for me," said the person he called 
Bockwood, blowing a delicate wreath of 
smoke from his cigar, " that I have matter 
enough in my office, under lock and key^ 
to hang you and half the ^Warren*' if I 
chose." 
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'' I know it," snivelled the fellow, in the 
most abject terror; "we all knows itl 
Forget and forgive, guv'nor. Lor', to think 
as I was nigh ^ putting the hug ' on Mister 
Bockwood I It will be a recollection for 
Ufe." 

" You were nigh doing nothing of the 
kind, you murderous scoundrel! Before 
you could have had your arm round me, I 
should have had a bullet into you! Men 
like I don't walk tlie ^ Warren ' unprepared, 
at this hour of the night. There ! leave off 
shouldering the wall, and attend to me ! " 

" I'm hall attenshin, guv'nor." 

" Come down to my office to-morrow. I 
have a job for you — a job which, if well 
executed, will make your fortune." 

Powder Blue drew a long breath of hope 
and relief. 

Was his ambition at last to be realised, 
and his genius have scope for work ? 
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" I'm yours for life and death, guv'nor ! " 

^^ I know it ; didn't I say I had got yon 
safely locked up in my desk? Do you 
think I'd trust you if I hadn't ?" 

" You might trust me wi' untold gold ! " 
whined Powder Blue. 

Mr. Bockwood again indulged in a laugh 
— a most unpleasant laugh, that jarred upon 
the ear like the jingling of steel. There 
was triumph, derision, cruelty— a host of 
evil things in it — but no mirth. 

" Trust you with untold gold ! I wouldn't 
trust you with a fourpenny-piece, you rascal, 
but that I hold you under my thumb, and 
you can't help yourself ! Come along with 
me; I am going to the establishment of 
Prudence Catt ! " 

"And the job, guv'nor ? " asked the other 
anxiously, as, like a beaten cur, he slouched 
abjectly by his side. 

"Is, for the present, my business and 
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not yours. Ha ! here we are ! I had 
nearly passed it in the fog. You wait down 
while I see the doctor.^' 

The place at which he had halted was a 
very small and very dingy little shop ; but 
one full of many odours, so pungent, that 
when Powder Blue obsequiously opened the 
door, he fell to sneezing at once, and it was 
tsome time ere he desisted. 

The shop was an herbalist's, kept by one 
Prudeuce Catt, a lady, for the concocting of 
cunning simples, and dealing in mysterious 
drugs, of much repute in that neighbour- 
hood. 

The shop was literally crammed with 
herbs ; they littered the floor, dangled from 
the ceiling, and coated the walls. The 
drawers were full of them, and a thousand 
dried particles floated in the air, alternately 
arousing or sickening the sense of smell. 

On the tiny counter was a small oil lamp; 
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behind the counter, and trimming the lamp, 
was a woman. This woman was Prudence 
Catt — a small, shrivelled up creature, as 
dry as any herb she had on her establish- 
ment. Hands — she was tying up lavender 
— nearly transparent ; face like parchment ; 
hair covering a low forehead, in thin 
whisps; a long, thin-lipped mouth, and eyes 
small, round, aud red, like the eyes of a 
ferret. 

" Good evening ! " said the jaunty Mr. 
Eockwood, as closely followed by the syco- 
phantic Mr. Bradley, he entered the shop. 
** Is the doctor upstairs ? " 

The woman evidently knew both her visi- 
tors. She took them in with one twinkle 
of her sharp, red eyes, and went on tying 
up the lavender. 

^^ The doctor is at home, and at about his 
fourth glass, I should think. His singing 
time is just over, and his praying time 
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doesn't come on till he's had his sixth^ and 
then he goes to bed. 

Kockwood's foot was on the lowest stair 
of a flight that ascended from the shop to a 
room above, when he paused, and turned to 
Powder Blue. 

"Wait," he said; "if Mrs. Prudence 
doesn't object to give you house-room till I 
come down." 

"Oh, I don't object," said the lady; 
"there's nothing to steal here. There's a 
seat," — she pointed to a stool; "and there's 
some rue you can help me to tie up ; it's 
sweeter smelling here than in the dock." 

What answer Mr. Powder Blue made to 
this delicate allusion was not heard, for 
Eockwood had already ascended the stairs, 
and opened the door of the room above — iQ 
opened it, to draw back, half stifled by a 
cloud of tobacco smoke, and an atmosphere 
impregnated by the fumes of rum-and-water. 
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"Who^s there?" hicouped a drunken 
voice, though large and rich in tone. 
^^ Who's there that breaketh thus unan- 
nounced upon my solitude, disturbing the 
meditations of a philosopher ? '^ 

*^ It is I, — ^Mathew Eockwood/' said the 
visitor, coughing himself into the room. 

"Then is evil at hand! I knew it by 
the pricking of my thumbs. How goes it 
with thee and thy fair wife — or, rather, 
dark, for her beauty partaketh more of the 
south than the north? Am I to wear 
crape for Sir Hugh, and is Gertrude or 
PhiUp to — " 

" Confound you ! lift your muddy brains 
out of the liquor for an hour, at least. I 
come on business — ^important business I " 

"Business! Stop! Not another word 
till I perform the necessary ablutions, and 
then exeunt Comus and his drunken rout, 
and enter David Malyon ! " 

VOL. I. c 
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With these words, the owner of the 
apartment blundered on to his feet, and 
vanished into an inner room, leaving Eock- 
wood — ^now more accustomed to the atmo- 
sphere — time to look about him. 



CHAPTEE II, 



DOCTOR MALYON, 



A TABLE littered with books, chairs littered 
with books, a floor strewed with books. 

Various anatomical preparations are about 
Ihe place, in bottles ; while a whole phalanx 
of many-coloured phials crowd the chimney- 
piece, the whole covered with cobwebs and 
dirt. A reading-lamp with a broken shade, 
a black bottle, bearing the inscription " Old 
Jamaica Eum," a half-emptied tumbler, a 
stm btmrnig pipe, and an empty bird-cage, 
complete tlie fomitnre of the room. 

o2 
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Bockwood was looking about him for a 
seat, when the owner of the apartment re- 
entered, a wet towel encircling his head, 
the dripping ends of which wpre so arranged 
as to dangle' artistically over his temples. 

"Behold me!'^ he said, as he entered; 
**a giant refreshed by water! Not, be it 
understood, oh, Mathew I or oh, ye Father 
Mathews ! that I have any respect for that 
weak and narrow-minded beverage, inca- 
pable of elevating into divine forgetfulness 
the brain of the scholar ! Far from it I 
Ah! when I entered you were looking at 
that empty cage. A pet of mine ! " he 
continued with a husky sigh, which imme- 
diately impregnated the room with an 
intolerable aroma of ^' Old Jamaica," " A 
London sparrow, sir — a gutter bird, that I 
purchased from a boy for a penny." Here 
the speaker swept away a pile of books 
from a chair, to give his visitor a seat. 
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'' A wondrous bird is the London sparrow 
— a dingy philosopher, full of wisdom! 
Sing? no, sir. He leaves fhat to such 
feathered fools as the canary, who strains 
its yellow throat, to be rewarded with a 
prison for its life! Tom," motioning to- 
wards the empty cage, ^^ gave up the ghost 
yesterday— choked himself in endeavouring 
to swallow a farthing, given him by my 
landlady! And now, my Mathew, to 
business !* No man should allow his private 
sorrow to interfere with that." 

The speaker was a short, fat man, with a 
head disproportionately large for his body ; 
a broad, lofty forehead ; a pimply face ; a 
watery eye ; a large, sensual mouth, whose 
hanging lip betokened — as, indeed, did 
everything else about him — ^the habitual 
and unrestrained indulgence in intoxicating 
liquors. 

A drunken, disreputable sot was David 
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Halyon ; yet, at one time, physician i^ large 
practice, writing M.D. after his name, and, 
as he himself expressed it, ^^ killing and^ 
curing with thej^best of them." 

The bottle had done it all. »A university 
man, with high honours — ^a professor of 
medicine, very far above mediocrity, — David 
Malyon had drowned all in drink, graduated 
in the school of vice, till he had landed at 
last in the " Warren." 

Here they sit facing each other, types of 
a very different class — the thieves' doctor 
and the thieves' lawyer. Of Mathew 
Bockwood more, much more, anon. For 
the present, let us be content to listen, for 
lawyer and doctor are talking business. 

" Cool as a cucumber I " said the doctor, 
giving a still more artistic arrangement to 
the dripping towel. " Taken outwardly, the 
fluid is delicious; but it must be always 
qualified inwardly by a ' more potent spirit.' 
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^ They are things of no spirit, their blood is 
asleep, that, when it is offer'd them, do not 
drink deep I ' That's Jonson, sir — the 
learned Ben I " 

He stretched out his hand for the 
rum- bottle, which Bockwood quietly re- 
moved. 

The doctor frowned, the doctor whistled, 
then the doctor laughed. ^^ I see it U busi- 
ness. Well, how is Sir Hugh ? " 

^^ As bad as could be ; but yet not so bad 
as could be wished. He refuses to see 
Philip, and won't allow Gertrude oiie 
moment from his side." 

" He can't live ? " 

" No." 

" Who's with him beside the girl ? " 

" DarknoU and Mrs. Bleek." 

<* Who's she?" 

'' A fool." 

" What's the doctor ? " 
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" A country doctor — an ass." 

There was a pause — a pause of reflection 
on both sides. 

It was Malyon who broke the moody 
silence of the thinkers. 

" His love for this girl is extraordinary. 
What could Philip have been about ? '' 

" About the clubs, the Haymarket, and 
the music-halls — everywhere where he ought 
not to be. The girl has had all the running, 
and has won by a head." 

" Clever lass ! Knows what she's about, 
eh?" 

" Quite the contrary ; she's as innocent 
as a daisy and as modest as a violet, and 
clings to her father night and day, refusing 
all entreaties to be removed." 

"Ha! when we get the genuine thing, 
it's always difficult to fight against it. 
What do you propose ? " 

" They have telegraphed to me for another 
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doctor — an eminent London doctor — for con- 
sultation." 

"Well?" 

" I shall send you?^ 

Doctor Malyon, who had surreptitiously 
possessed himself of the wandering rum- 
lottle, put it down with a bang, half rose 
from his chair, and glanced over his more 
than seedy clothes. 

" Well, I was a gentleman once," he said, 
with a sigh ; "or, at least, I had the out- 
ward casing of one." He paused, poured 
himself out a glass of rum, and tossed it off 
at a breath, then sunk down again into his 
chair, and, leaning his large head upon his 
<5rossed arms, looked the lawyer steadily in 
the face. " A dark business requires a high 
price. We're a couple of knaves — whaPs 
the figure ? " 

The consultation was long and earnest. 
The result will be seen. 
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"They've telegraphed for a clever 
imrse." 

•^ IVe one to hand/' 

The doctor raised his hand, and inclined 
his thumb to indicate the shop below. 

" The herbaUst ? " 

" Prudence Catt." 

" Can you answer for her ? " 

Doctor Malyon laughed. 

" Prudence is a treasure," he said. " She 
would have been a BrinviUiers, in tjie same 
position and with the same temptations." 

Here the doctor stopped abruptly. He 
often talked in jerks, speaking as the thoughts 
came. 

"Are you a believer in the Darwinian 
theory ? " 

" Bosh ! " 

"You think so — I don't. Prudence is an 
amalgamation of the cat and the ferret : give 
her the chance, and she'd * kill for the sake 
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of killing. I'd txust her with anything — 
but my life." 

Another long consultation, and the men 
parted. 

" You start at once ? " 

" At once." 

" The first morning train is 6.30. Will 
you arrange with the woman ? " 

" Everything." 

Money passed between them, and Bock- 
wood meaningly laid his hand upon the 
bottle. 

" We axe playing a great game— a dan- 
gerous game — but it is for a fortune I " 

^^Tou may depend upon me " — 

Malyon paused for a moment, then said, 
with a laugh, strangely indicative of the 
sarcasm which dictated it, "on the word of 
a gentleman." 

More talk, and then Bockwood descended 
the stairs ; the doctor, marvellous to relate, 



28 Who Will Save Her? 

pouring out into the ashes of the grate the 
remainder of the rum. 

Mrs. Prudence was still sitting, dimly 
visible, behind the lamp. Powder Blue had 
fallen asleep over a bunch of rue he held in 
his hand. 

With a brief good-night to the former, 
and an appointment with the latter to meet 
him at his office on the morrow, Mr. Bock- 
wood made his way into the street. 

"Everything rolls as on castors. All 
that is necessary is speed. I can trust the 
doctor and Powder Blue. The woman, 
Malyon answers for." He took a cigar from 
his case, and bit the end off savagely as he 
spoke. "And now for the heautifid Mrs. 
Bockwood ! " 



CHAPTEE m. 

MB. AND MRS. ROCKWOOD — ^AT HOME. 

Mb. Bockwood's residence and general place 
of business is in Bedford Eow, and it is at 
the door of one of the highly-respectable 
legal establishments which abound there 
that we again find him impatiently fumbling 
with his latch-key. 

The steeple clocks are tolling one as he 
enters, and closes the door carefcdly behind 
him. 

A gas-light is burning in the hall, and 
illuminates the attorney's face, as he puts 
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up the chain, and listens to the retreating 
cab-wheels with a soft chuckle. 

^^ Summon me ! 1 think not, when he 
reads the name on the card. I've been often 
threatened, but I never yet was pulled up 
by a cabman." 

He divests himself of his overcoat and 
wrappers, lights a chamber candlestick, 
which he takes from the hall table, and pro- 
ceeds to mount the well-carpeted stairs. 

" I wonder whether Mrs. Eockwood is in , 
bed ! " he soliloquises, as he pauses for a 
moment on the first landing. "Scarcely 
asleep I should think ! Hers is not one of 
those natures which can cradle themselves 
in the bosom of the storm, and slumber on 
the crest of the wave ! Ha, ha ! It is quite 
the contrary with Mrs. E. ; and were the 
hour five, instead of one, I should find those 
sparkling eyes as wide awake as I am sure 
to find them now ! " 
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His foot was on the landing of the second 
story, when a door was opened suddenly, 
and a tall figure, the figure of a woman, 
appeared upon its threshold. 

« Well ? " 

A great deal may be conveyed by the 
word "well," in asking a question ; in the 
present utterance there was a mixture of 
impatience and indignation. 

" r thought you never were coming. 
Two telegrams have arrived since you left, 
all urging haste, and Philip can't be 
found." 

" That's bad ; but most things are bad 
when connected with him. There, don't 
excite yourself, my dear ! " said the lawyer, 
tranquilly smiling as he followed his wife — 
for such the lady was — ^into a comfortably- 
furnished dressing-room, in which a fire was 
briskly burning. ** Nothing was ever got 
by irritation, whether irritating one's self 
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or irritatiiig others — except, 'perhaps, when 
cross-examining a witness, and then the line 
is not a bad one," 

He threw himself into a chair with a sigh 
of relief, but the lady remained standing^ 
leaning against the chimney-piece, upon 
which she drummed impatiently with the 
fingers of a very white hand. 

Her husband was quite right when he 
had styled her the beautiful Mrs. Eockwood. 
A beauty on the wane, but undeniably a 
beauty. Lustrous black hair, in which only 
the closest observer could have discovered a 
tinge of grey, fell in unconfined waves upon 
her large and splendidly rounded shoulders ; 
eyes that gleamed — gleamed, perhaps, a little 
too much at times ; cheeks swarthy, but rich 
in colour ; lips round and full ; teeth white 
as almonds; and a well-curved chin, pro- 
jecting slightly, significant, as were the thick, 
arched brows and shadowing hair which 
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edged the comers of the mouth, of force of 
character and of a turbulent, defiant spiriti 
hard to deal with at all times — impossible 
utterly to conquer. 

^^ Telegram number one/' she said, tossing 
a paper to Bockwood to recommence her im- 
patient drumming. 

The lawyer quietly smoothed it out, drew 
the lamp towards him and read : — 



^' ^ From Benjamin DarknoU^ to ' 

Ah I — um ! yes ; I see ! — * Sir Hugh grows 
worse and worse. He will not allow Miss 
Gertrude from his side for a moment. An 
hour^s delay may change everything. Let Mr. 
Philip come at once — at once ! ' 

" Very good advice, my dear ! — excellent 
advice ! Tour father is one of those men 
who always give good advice I Thank 
you. This, I presume, is the last tele- 
gram ? " 

VOL. I. D 
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He opened another paper she had flung 
to him, and, as with the former, straightened 
it out methodically on his knee. 

"From Wentworth Abbey, of course? 
Affairs seem to be getting warmer and 
warmer down there." Here he read : — 

" ' Sir Huffh wants a lawyer. AU now 
depends on Rockwood and yourself! ' " 

The lawyer looked up. His manner was 
somewhat disturbed and serious. He 
shrugged his shoulders as he spoke. 

"Things must, indeed, be bad for so 
generally cautious a man as your highly 
respectable parent to trust such matter to 
the telegraph-clerk." 

" What other way was left him ? I must 
find PhiUp." 

" To-night, or, rather, this morning ? " — 
and it was with a very soft, chuckling laugh, 
that the lawyer shrugged his shoulders this 
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time, — " Well, you may attempt it ; " for 
Mrs. Bookwood had, with the fierce impul'^ 
giyeness of her nature, snatched at her hat 
and shawl ; " but I warn you that you may 
visit half the night-houses and gaming- 
saloons of London before you have a chance 
of finding him. And found— I say, if found 
—what then ? » 

He bent forward, so that his elbows rested 
on his knees, his chin supported by his 
hands. He looked her steadily in the 
face. 

" What then ? " 

" I would tell him of his father's danger, 
of the possibility — the more than possibility 
that this whey-faced, honey -lipped girl, this 
Gertrude Wentwor th, may rob him of twenty 
thousand a year. Oh, you may sneer, but 
you little know the craft of woman, all 
lawyer as you are I " 

^^ My dear, I have no pretension to gauge 

D 2 
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your sex's delightful capacity for doing mis-^ 
chief. You are the backbone of our profes- 
sion. His Satanic Majesty first, and woman, 
lovely woman, afterwards. Without the 
twOy there would be no litigation." 

" Mathew Eockwood, be serious ! " 

" Mrs. Bockwood " — ^his manner was now 
very serious indeed,-" upon what plea do 
you interiere with private matters of such 
importance cpnceming only the members of 
the Wentworth family? You bear my 
name ; it is a respectable one— at least, it is 
held to be so at my banker's ; and so it is 
time we should thoroughly understand each 
other." 

She answered, with intense scorn, " Surely 
that time arrived long ago." 

His chin still rested in the hollowed palms 
of his hands, his quick, grey eyes never 
moving from her face. 

" Tou, the daughter of Benjamin Dark- 
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noil, parish clerk, once lodge-gate keeper, 
1)rouglit me for a marriage portion five 
thousand pounds." 

"The gift of Sir Hugh Wentworth," said 
the woman, with a contemptuous toss of her 
handsome head. 

There was no heightening of her rich 
€olour as she said this, no beating of the 
heart or quickening of the pulse. It was a 
coarse nature endeavouring to face out and 
heat down a coarser nature. 

" You were a wife to be welcomed at any 
price," continued the calm lawyer, witJi one 
of his blandest sneers ; " but you were none 
the less welcome for the money you brought. 
I was a poor devil of a lawyer's clerk 
then; I am now Mathew Eockwood, Esq., 
with five clerks of my own to badger and 
bully." 

" You admit I made your fortune? " 

" You assisted in doing so, yes ; but men 
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of my talent are not easily kept under. I 
gave Mrs4 Mathew Bockwood admission into 
society ; made her respectable^ in short. In 
return, she gave me, judging me wisely to 
be a rising man, five thousand pounds. 
Don't lose your temper. Nothing's got by 
losing the temper. ^Think yourself in a 
witness-box with Hawkins at work upon 

you, and keep calm whatever you do. In a 

♦ 

happy hour you told me the story of Philip's 
birth." 

For a moment, the proud head drooped. 

For a moment only. 

*^ You found it out for yourself." 

^' I guessed it all along. Benjamin Dark- 
noil is a close and saving man, but lodge- 
keepers do not usually dower their daughters 
with five thousand pounds. On your mar- 
riage-day, Diana, you thought you wore a 
robe of mystery — bah ! I haven't followed 
Old Bailey practice for nothing ; your robe 
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of mystery was as transparent as a pane of 
glass. 

"And knowing all this, you married 
me?" 

" It was an investment, my dear, without 
there being the slightest probability of my 
suffering a loss." 

" You played upon my woman's weakness, 
my woman's vanity, my woman's sense of 
undeserved wrong. Besides, I loved you 
then, Mathew Eookwood." 

The woman uttered a heavy sigh, the 
lawyer's eyes twinkled, 

" Then / " he repeated, emphasising the 
word. " Thank you, Diana- — thank you, 
very much ! '' 

" You know with what cruel patience and 
cunning you gathered tip thread by thread of 
my story." 

" Old Bailey practice, my dear— Old 
Bailey practice ! It's a maxim with us that 
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a thread picked up to-day may become a pair 
of handcuffs to-morrow. You love Philip 
Wentworth, who, in ignorance of the con- 
nection between you, is unaware of your 
very praiseworthy devotion. Urged by you, 
I have lent the foolish spendthrift money, 
much money — taking security, of course. 
That is to say, I have speculated largely 
upon him, and so am deeply interested 
in him also. Sir Philip "Wentworth, in 
possession of the estates, will represent to 
me a good round sum," — he threw his arms 
abroad, and gaily snapped his fingers. " For 
that reason, the estates must come into his 
hands, and into no other." 

" And the girl — this Gertrude ? Ugh ! 
how I hate the name ! What is to become of 
her ? " asked Mrs. Eockwood. 

Mr. Eockwood rose lightly from his chair, 
and, standing with his back to the fire. 



Mr. and Mrs. Rockwood — at Home. 4 1 

touched his wife several times lightly on the 
arm, with a confidential air. 

" A question not just yet to be satisfac- 
torily replied to, but it is one under consi- 
deration. A girPs life is but a fragile thing 
at most to stand between a man and large 
estates." 

The speaker's eyes met his wife's dark 
orbs fixed sternly, inquiringly on his fa<5e- 
1^0 words were necessary ; they understood 
each other; the soft, panther-like, smiling 
man — ^the handsome, terrible woman. 

Eomance, indeed ! Why, in this prosaic 
age — ^this age of telegrams and penny post- 
age — this practical age of "free breakfast 
tables " — of religious " platforms " and tract 
societies — ^here we have Macbeth played over 
again, in a snug dressing-room, near a blaz- 
ing fire, in the house of a highly respectable, 
and remarkably well-known, Bedford Eow 
solicitor. 
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Crime has no epoch. Sweet Auburn has 
its resident Borgia, and hearts as black as 
any that beat beneath embroidered satin or 
slashed velvet are covered by the latest 
invention in modem stays, or "the last 
thing out" from Poole's, in the shape of 
coats. 

" Should Sir Hugh speak — I mean, should 
he, moved by his new-bom affection for this 
girl, speak the truth ? " 

It was the Mrs. Eookwood who put the 
question ; her husband replied to it thought- 
folly. 

" It would be a bad thing, my dear — ^ruiuy 
in fact ; but hitherto, Darknoll, your worthy 
and ever inteUigent father, has had no fear 
of such a result. In jhlling from his horse. 
Sir Hugh injured the brain, and it was to 
have been hoped that a country doctor would 
have done the rest. I leave this place for 
Wentworth Abbey to-morrow — or, rather, 
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to-day, for the elook is marking the small 
hours already." 

" You 1 But you know Sir Hugh won't 
see you I '' 

^^ I shall not intrude upon his hospitality. 
Your father will give me house room, from 
whence I can watch and direct I hare my- 
self already provided a doctor and a nurse^ 
both of unblemished character and highly 
experienced. There is not an M.D. in all 
the London Directory in whose hands I 
would sooner trust a case than in those of 
David Malyon's — provided they were steady 
enough to hold it." 

" And to that drunkard — " she com- 
menced, but he stopped her by an authorita- 
tive gesture. 

" Nonsense — nonsense, Mrs. Eockwood ! 
Don't call names! I pick out my own 
agents, and trust whom I please. I can 
trust Malyon — ^perhaps because he is a 
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drunkard. At any rate, had he not been 
one, I should not hold him under my thumb 
as I do now." 

He put his thumb down firmly on the 
table, illustrating his meaning; then with 
nothing apparently dangerous about him 
but his cruel, shifty eyes, went on in his 
light, jaunty way. 

Have we forgotten to say that Mr. Book- 
wood's hair was pale gold and curly ; that 
his moustache and beard were flaxen also ; 
that his skin was pale and much freckled 
on the cheek-bones ; that he was a colour- 
less man ; in fact, pretty and feir to look 
upon, but all want of colour was made up 
by play of expression and a restless activity 
of movement. Mathew Eockwood was seen 
at his worst when unconscious that he was 
being seen, which was rare. 

" We are about to play for high stakes, 
Mrs. Bockwood, and each must carry out, 
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without scruple or question, the part allotted. 
Malyon will report on Sir Hugh's state 
to-day or to-morrow, and upon his report I 
shall act. We meet at your father's. By 
the way, I shall want you to make the ac- 
quaintance of a certain Mrs. Prudence Catt. 
She goes down with Malyon as a nurse, 
highly recommended. A very worthy woman, 
and one likely to relieve Miss Gertrude of 
much trouble." 

" And my part in the plot ? " asked Mrs. 
Bockwood, on whom the very mention of 
Gertrude's name had the effect of the spur 
to a fiery horse. 

" The most important of all I " said the 
lawyer, speaking now very seriously, as 
though he wished to impress every word 
upon the memory of the listener. " The 
one great obstacle to our success at present 
is Philip himself. I look to you to remove 
that." 
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" I don- 1 understand." 

"But you Toll — ^you will; only have 
patience, and listen. Selfish and heartless 
as I know him to be — there, there, don't let 
ns quarrel over a differencelof opiidon-he 
would throw us over to-morrow, if, believing 
himself to be the rightful heir, he found 
himself once in possession of the Wentworth 
estates. True, I have him tight enough in 
parchment fetter and bond, but it is my 
custom to make doubly sure. He must play 
the game with us — -play it with his eyes open. 
He must know that we make him what he is 
to be, but can as readily unmake him, should 
he prove rebeUious, and-I fear, I am very 
sorry to say, it is in his natare-ungrate- 
ful." 

"What! Philip know?" She here 
started angrily to her feet, but the eyes of 
the lawyer never leaving her face for a mo- 
ment, kept her subdued. 
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^^ Either from your lips or mine. Make 
your choice. As I said, we play for high 
stakes. When all are dipped, the game is 
both safe and sure." 

**And the details of your plot?" said 
the woman, after a long and, upon her 
side, painful pause. ^^You have not told 
them ? " 

'^ I shall be governed by circumstances," 
he laughed. ^^ We are all in the same boat, 
my dear, and you may be sure of one thing 
— the Wentworth estates shall not go out of 
the family I " 

He turned to the clock, compared it with 
his watch, which he wound up with a 
yawn. 

"And now, Mrs. Eockwood, with your 
permisfidon I will take a few hours' rest 
before starting on my journey. In less than 
a dozen hours from this I hope to be within 
a few minutes' walk of the bedside of Sir 
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Hugh. Philip is sure to call in hot haste 
to-day. I will leave a letter for him ; you 
must do the rest." 

He replaced his watch in his pocket, 
turned sharply on his now moody wife, laid 
his hands, womanly in their long, delicate 
formation, and sparkling with rings, upon her 
shoulders, and said, " Once and for all, listen, 
to me, Diana. In such a matter as this, the 
first tlung necessary is a head — that head 
must be mine. Work with me, and the 
ambition of your heart shall be gratified. 
The one great thing is PhiKp. Upon his 
conduct will depend our chances of success." 

"And Gertrude?" she asked almost 

savagely. 

It was the second time she had asked the 

question. Eockwood removed his hands, 
lightly caressed his beard, and laughed. 

"Why, how a woman's jealousy magni- 
fies matters ! Miss Gertrude Wentworth is 
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an obstacle, no doubt, but one that I will 
make disappear, be assured of that." 

With these words, Mr. Mathew Book- 
wood re-lighted his ohamber candle, and 
betook himself to rest. 

He had a good digestion, and was not 
troubled with dreams, so we have no doubt 
he slept well. 

Not so Mrs. Bockwood. She drew her 
chair up to the fire, rested her feet upon the 
fender, and looked down brooding into the 
coals. 

Morning dawned damp and chilly. She 
was still there ; the fire had long ago gone 
out, but she had not stirred, nor had her 
eyes once closed. 

Motionless as a statue, she sat on, the 
knitted brows and clenched teeth alone de- 
noting the tempest that was raging in her 
breast. 

A mournful sight, that handsome, brood- 
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ing, desperate face, with the eyes fixed un- 
consciously upon the fireless grate. 

All is not gold that glitters, and all is not 
happiness beneath the roof of Mr. Mathew 
Eockwood, of Bedford Bow. 



CHAPTER rV. 

AMONG GREEN LANES. 

A STRETCH of English landscape, very beau- 
tiful to look upon, glittering with sunbeams, 
^d bright with golden mists. 

A foreground of lofty trees, shedding cool 
shadows down upon a pleasant labyrinth of 
hedgerows full of bloom and beauty, glossy 
leaf, and pleasant scent. 

To &e left, a magnificent park slopes 
downwards in gentle undulations to a spark- 
ling river, 

To the right, a wilderness of copse and 
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thicket trending away into the thicker and 
more majestic woods. 

A thoroughly English scene; the blue 
smoke of farm-houses rises above the tree 
tops; their windows glisten in the sun- 
light ; and the bleating of flocks, the low- 
ing of cattle, is everywhere enhancing, 
rather than disturbing, the stiUness of the 
scene. 

From amidst a great clump of stately 
elms rise a cluster of turrets and chimneys^ 
the turrets dominated by a great square 
bell-tower, surmounted by a huge weather- 
cock, around which the quaint old chimneys, 
of every conceivable fashion and shape, 
cluster, shouldering each other, as if eager 
to take their time from the old white-faced 
clock which solemnly ticks, as it has ticked 
for a century past in their midst. 

A narrow well-kept road, bordered by 
carefully trimmed hedgerows, leads to a 
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railway station, of which the white gate is 
just Tisible, with the tall signal-post stretch- 
ing out its arms against the clear blue sky. 

The name of this station is Dripsey Bridge ; 
the village just visible from our point of 
view rejoices in the same name, while the 
mansion with the many turrete, and huge 
clock-tower, is "Wentworth Abbey, one of the 
oldest residences in the neighbourhood. 

A gentleman, very young, and what the 
fast young ladies of our day would call 
^^ awfully handsome," is seated on a gate at 
one of the many entrances to Wentworth 
Park. At his feet is a small valise, which 
he impatiently taps with his walking stick, 
an occupation only varied by the rattling of 
his heels against the gate. He certainly is 
very handsome, though not at all pretty- 
looking. A fine tall lad of about twenty — 
square head, a broad forehead, around which 
the curls cluster thickly; honest, fearless 
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Saxon eyes ; a weU formed nose, and a chin 
which, like the rest of the fiwe, denotes 
energy and power of will. 

Though not exactly one of those " ath- 
letes " so bepraised by our lady-writers, this 
young fellow's figure was full of nervous 
strength; every movement was graceful 
but wiry withal ; a strength which in a 
few years would develop into a perfect man- 
hood. 

"The train can't be far off," he said, 
speaking to himself, while he beat the valise 
with redoubled energy. " Not but what I 
would lose twenty trains rather than lose 
the chance of seeing her. Who knows when 
we may meet again ? I would have had a 
talk with her long ago, but that old villain 
Darknoll haunts the Abbey like an evil 
spirit, refusing either to permit an entrance 
or deliver a message, ^Sir Hugh mustn't 
be disturbed ! ' he croaks ; as if I wanted to 
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disturb him ! Not but what if Sir Hugh 
were up and well, I should be admitted 
readily enough. I think she's coming ! " 

He stood up on the gate, and gazed wist- 
fully down a winding path that, half-hidden 
in the tall grass, ran like a ribbon through 
the park. After a careful survey, he resumed 
his seat with an expression of much disap- 
pointment. 

" Now if old Bleek has played me false 
about the letter, and not deliyered it, I'll 
never trust in human nature — that is to say, 
in the power of money, again ! The 
moment I slipped a sovereign into her 
homy palm, how she did promise ! Note, 
number one, when starting in life, the enor 
mous number of promises a sovereign will 
purchase I Note, number two, to be proved 
the amount of performances likely to follow I 
And, after all, what harm is there in me ? 
As if every soul in dear Dripsey Bridge, God 
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bless it ! didn't know me ! from my noble 
old tutor, the rector, down to Peter Apple- 
thwaite, who carried my bag when shooting, 
my rod and flies when fishing, filling up 
his vacant time by little nocturnal preach- 
ings. 

He paused a moment, musing; then again 
the bright, frank smile broke out upon his 
face. 

" And I know they all love me, every 
man Jack of them — except, perhaps, old 
DarknoU, who looks as grim and ancient as 
a battered Death's head on a moss-covered 
tombstone." 

He had resumed his tapping of the valise, 
and was again about to recommence his 
attack upon the gate, when a slight figure — 
the figure of a girl, who had glided imder 
cover of the hedges, unseen, behind him — 
laid a small gloved hand on his shoulder. 

**If Mr. Everard Corbett fails in this 
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world, it will not be for want of having a 
good opinion of himself." 

With a joyous bound, the young gentle- 
man addressed as Eyerard Corbett leaped off 
the gate, opened it, and, with a flushed 
face and rapidly-beating heart, welcomed 
the new-comer. 

" Oh, Gertrude I — Miss Wentworth — this 
is jolly ! Is it you ? I had hardly hoped 
— ^and yet I had dared to hope — that I 
should see you once again before I left 
England. You were not the girl, I knew, 
to let a fellow go without saying good- 
bye I " 

" You are going a long way, Everard — 
to Bombay, is it not?" asked the young 
lady in a quiet, musical voice. 

*^ Well, it is a precious long way when a 
fellow doesn't want to go at all. My mother 
died when I was bom— a nice business of 
profit and loss that was. I wonder my 
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guv'nor didn^t strangle me. Then, you see^ 
there is the guv'nor." 

" Colonel Corbett," said the young lady. 

" And he's a devil of a martinet, he is — 
all curry powder and black pepper, so they 
tell me ; but for all that, I know he's got a 
heart as big as the old Abbey yonder, or he 
wouldn't have been so good to me. What 
happy days I've had at Dripsey, to be sure I 
The dear, cosy rectory, and jolly rector, 
with his books and his pipe. To think of 
exchanging all this for a scorched-up bun- 
galow, a muddy river, and scores of croco- 
diles ! " And he kicked the much-suffering 
valise fiercely into the road. 

*' Nonsense ! I won't stay with you 
another moment if you talk in this mad 
way. It is but natural your father should 
wish to see you before he makes up his. 
mind as to what you are to be." 

" I mean to be a barrister — a barrister at 
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law in England, of course. Why shonldn^t 
I be ? I've eloquence — " 

The young lady interrupted him by a 
little laugh, which again brought the blush 
to his face. 

" YouVe a a great deal of conceit, Master 
Everard," she said ; ^*but, young as I am, 
you must take one rule of conduct from me 
— ^ Obey your father in all things.'" 

" In all but (me thing, I will," was the 
steady reply. '' I have your pledged word, 
and you have mine. I marry none but 
Gertrude Wentworth. Oh, bless you ! I 
know the gull* at present between us ; but, 
with my energy, I shall be a Lord Chief 
Justice in no time. And, though I know 
your brother hates me — and, indeed, hates 
you — " 

" Everard ! " 

" You shall soon be independent of him if 
there's virtue in law-books and parchment* 
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We've plighted troth, my own dear Gertrude, 
and that blissful memory will run like a 
golden thread through the dingy spider's 
web of the law." 

It was very pleasant to hear him talk thus 
— so strong, so hopeful, so full of youth — a 
great, generous spirit opening out upon the 
world, yet one, when deeply stirred, as 
ready for attack as for defence. He drew 
her towards him, she girlishly unresisting, 
in full confidence in her own and Everard's 
honour. 

"Oh! how happy we shall be, darling! 
There never was such a bright future as 
ours will be ! And oh ! how good you are, 
my own dear, dear Gertrude, to say you 
will wait for me a thousand years if neces- 
sary ! " 

" Ten thousand if necessary ! " was her 
laughing reply. 

" And will never love any one else ? " 
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" Never ! " 

And thus the boy and girl talked on, 
painting everything with the rosy tints of 
youth and building blissful castles in the 
air. 

^' Your father," asked Everard at last, as 
having forgotten something, which he cer- 
tainly had — '^is there no change for the 
better ? " 

Her head drooped on his shoidder^ and her 
voice was scarcely audible as she answered, 
"None. We expect a great doctor from 
London, a nurse, and other people. Benja- 
min DarknoU, who has arranged all, says 
there is nothing to fear as yet, and you know 
he loves my father devotedly." 

For a moment the strong, open face of 
Everard Corbett looked no longer young. 
His forehead was furrowed by two deep 
wrinkles, and his voice was stem and harsh. 

" I have never found anything to like in 
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Benjamin Daxknoll, or anybody that he liked. 
I believe him to be a very bad man." 

•' But you have no proof*" 

" No, I have nothing to urge against him 
but my personal dislike, Now tell me, 
Gertrude, for that horrid train will be here 
in a few minutes, you will let me write to 
you every day — of course I mean every 
week, or every month, at the least — telling 
you what my father says, for I shall tell him 
all about you, and what my plans are for us 
both, and how, loving you as I do, I am 
bound to get on, and should things go badly 
with Sir Hugh, take you from your brother 
Philip's guardianship," — ^he could not repress 
a shudder as he uttered Philip's name — 
" claim you, with my dear father's consent, 
for I shall know how to make that sure^ and 
claim you as my own." 

" I shall read all the letters you write to 
the good rector, and if they contain enclo- 
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sures, I daresay Mr. Mildmay " (the rector's 
name) " would read them out to me." 

"We are sure to be happy, Gertrude;" 
and the brave confident lad snapped his 
fingers in defiance of all the powers of evil. 
" If we could only have been near each 
other ! " 

" But that can't be ! " said the sweet, calm 
voice. 

" Not just for the present — ^why, no," — 
and the light again faded from his face; 
"that's true. But" — aad he raised her 
hand passionately to his lips—" 1 solemnly 
swear — as I have so often sworn before — 
that Everard Corbett takeg no other wife but 
Gertrude Wentworth, or goes unmarried to 
his grave ! " 

They were, as we have said, but boy and 
girl speaking like this in that quiet autumn 
evening ; but there was something — not so 
much in the words of the boy, as in the face 
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which bore the stamp of manhood and truth, 
that Gertrude, as seized with a vague fore- 
boding of danger, clung to him. 

*^ Oh, Everard, you know I trust to you ! 
We have grown up together ; and I suppose 
it's always thinking in the same grooves 
that we have but one heart ! " 

" But one ! " he answered, folding her to 
his breast. '' Don't give way, dear ! — don't 
give way ! " His own head was averted, to 
hide the fast-coming tears. " We ought 
both to be happy, believing, as we do, in 
each other. Won't you kiss me, dear, before 
I go?" 

"Why not?" 

Two little tender hands were raised fear- 
lessly to his face ; and, half laughing, half 
crying, two lips, like rosebuds, met his 
twice. 

A railway whistle had sounded ; a train — 
the down-train from London — ^had come and 
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gonB ; but the lovers, in happy oblivion, had 
neither heard the whistle nor counted the 
flight of time. 

" Love took up the sands of Time, and 
turned it in his glowing hands. Every 
moment lightly shaken ran itself to golden 
sands." 

Bright recollections of the past, as to 
whether it was at the Manor House or the 
Grange they had first met, where Gertrude 
— oh ! how hotly she denies the accusation 
—was flirting with a handsome Guardsman, 
though she admitted she was jealous of 
Everard's attentions to a red-faced, snub- 
nosed girl in blue. 

Both accusations end in a confession of 
love at first sight, and a vow, taken again 
and again, with clasped hands, warm kisses, 
and tearful eyes, of love eternal, and there- 
fore always; and so, whispering of fond 
hopes for the future — painting bright pic- 
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tures on the broad and tempting canvas 
which Fancy had spread out before them 
— repeating again and again that word 
80 " bitter-sweet," farewell — they were 
startled by the sound of footsteps near 
them. 

Both started and drew apart, unpleasantly 
conscious of the presence of strangers. 

Everard made a clutch at his portmanteau. 
Gertrude lowered hastily the veil that was 
twisted round her hat. 

The intruders, if they could be called 
such, consisted of three persons, evidently 
just arrived by the railway. Two of them 
were gentlemen, judging by dress and ap- 
pearance, who had halted a few yards from 
the spot where the lovers were standing. 
The third was a sort of body-servant or 
groom; who stood lazily balancing upon his 
shoulders a huge leathern trunk, with as 
much ease as if it had been a feather. 
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There was some confusion for a moment 
upon the part of our young friends, which 
was dispelled by one of the gentlemen ad- 
Tancing, and lifting his hat. 

"Miss Wentworth! T?his is an unex- 
pected pleasure. I must presume that Sir 
Hugh is better, finding you so far from 
liome." 

So far ! It was but a few hundred yards, 
at the most. Everard's cheek flushed, and 
his hand tightened itself about his stick, as 
he detected the sneer. 

" Oh ! how do you do, Mr. Eockwood ? " 
said Gertrude, innocently enough, her whole 
thoughts now returning to her father. " I 

am so glad to see you ! '' Then, dropping 

< 

her voice into a whisper, and glancing at 
the other gentleman, who stood a little 
apart, " Has the London physician come ? '* 
Eockwood, without deigning a second 
glance — one was generally enough with him 
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_ ' III 

-p-at young Everard Corbett, who stood 
fretting and faming at tlie gate, beckoned 
to his friend to advance. 

" Permit me, Miss Gertrude, to introduce 
to you Doctor Malyon. Had I known a 
cleverer man, he would have been here in 
Doctor Malyon's place." 

Suddenly, and while Malyon, an altogether 
different man from the Malyon of The 
Warren, was addressing Miss Wentworth, 
the lawyer wheeled round, and in his heartiest 
of tones, appeared to recognise, for the first 
time, Everard Corbett. 

" Mr. Corbett ! Upon my word, you 
must excuse my rudeness ! I owe you a 
thousand apologies, but you were the last 
person I expected to see here. I thought 
you were in Bombay.'* 

" I am going there," was the reply, given 
sharply enough, for the high-souled lad 
hated with an instinctive antipathy the 
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mean-souled lawyer; **but not to remain 
for long, I hope. All I care for is left 
behind me in England I " 

" Indeed ! — in-deed ! " and Mr. Bock- 
wood's brilliant eyes glittered over his young 
^^ Mend/' as a snake's would over a mouse 
or a rabbit. " And your future steps ? " 

^^ Will be directed by my father ! " 

Still smarting under Bockwood's manner, 
and burning to resent it, he turned to Ger- 
trude. 

^^ So, good-bye, once and again. Miss 
Wentworth. That whistle announces my 
train." He shouldered his valise as he 
spoke. "I shall send you news through 
our dear Mend, the rector; and, for old 
acquaintance' sake, you will keep me always 
— through the rector, who has a mania for 
letter- writing — ^well posted up with all that 
is going on here. Dripsey Bridge to me 
means ' home ; ' and, however far away, even 
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the re-painting of the Pound will have an 
interest to me." 

Again the shrill whistle of the railway 
warns against delay. 

There is a general exchange of compU^ 
ments and good wishes ; then Mr. Bockwood, 
the lawyer, opens the white gate for Dr. 
Malyon, the physician, and Miss Wentworth 
to pass through, while behind them shambles 
the man in groom's undress, with nothing^ 
remarkable about him but a scar and tinge 
of blue upon his face. 

As the light, almost diaphanous, figure of 
the beautiful girl he loves so much, glides 
from his view, blotted out, as it seems ta 
him, by the dark shadows which the men 
throw around her, a feeling of foreboding,, 
ahnost of absolute terror, takes possession of 
Everard Corbett, the why or wherefore it 
would be difficult to explain. 

A convulsive sob rose up into his throat 
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and almost choked him, while a gush of 
warm tears bedewed his cheeks. 

" God bless her ! It's been a sad parting 
— ^very sad! " he murmured ; " but I shall 
soon be back ! " — ^here he picked up his valise 
and moved slowly down the road towards 
the railway station — ^^back with my kind 
father's consent. Oh, I know I shall have 
it ! To claim Gertrude's promise, and take 
her for ever from that house" — he made a 
gesture towards the Abbey as he spoke — 
" where everything is gloom and mystery 
and my angel has no more her proper place 
than a dove in a nest of hawks. Ah ! what 
a happy fellow I should be if Bombay were 
only in Fleet Street." 

When the station whistle again blew, 
poor Everard, alone in a first-class carriage, 
was giving free vent to his grief, and the 
shadows werq falling, falling over Went- 
worth Abbey, as the train sped fast sway. 



CHAPTER V. 

A YOUNG MAN OF THE PERIOD. 

^^ And so, madam, I'm to be made a tool of 
— I'm to bum my paws in plucking Mr. 
Eockwood's chestnuts from the fire ! Not if 
I know it! I wasn't bom yesterday, and 
rather flatter myself I know something of 
the world. People love to be fast now-a- 
days, and like to go the pace. The pace 
I've gone has been a killing one, but I 
can pull up upon occasions, and bring 
my favourite horse, ' Go-ahead,' to a stand- 
still ! " 
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^^ I'm glad to hear it. I didn't think you 
had so much resolution." 

The speakers were two in number. They 
were alone, and the scene of the discussion — 
evidently a warm one — ^a drawing-room in 
Mathew Eockwood's house, Bedford Eow. 

The first speaker was a tall, over-dressed 
young man, dark and sallow, but somewhat 
inane of visage. A narrow, retreating brow, 
over which the well-oiled hair, careftdly 
divided down tiie middle, ky straight, tiU 
finished off by several flat little curls, artis- 
tically arranged about the forehead and tem- 
ples. Eyes small, deep-set, and cunning ; a 
nose exquisitely Grecian ; a large, drooping 
moustache ; a full-lipped mouth ; and a 
slightly retreating chin. Put them together, 
then place them above a spare, narrow- 
chested body, resting upon a pair of long, 
reedy legs, and you have the portrait of Mr. 
Philip Wentworth. 
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The second speaker was Mrs. Eockwood. 
She was half reclining on a sofa, her face 
shielded by a large Indian fan from the heat 
of a fire, whose ruddy Kght danced among 
the silken folds of her dress, and blazed 
among her bracelets and rings. She had a 
taste for jewellery, had Mrs. Eockwood, a 
taste evidently shared by Mr. Philip Went- 
worth, who absolutely glittered with showy 
baubles. 

" You ask me to join in a plot against my 
own self; that's what you do, neither more 
nor less. To sign myself over, body and 
soul, to Mat, the money-spinner — money- 
making Mat ! " — it was thus Mr. Philip 
usually spoke of his friend, Mr. Eockwood, 

■ 

— " and for what ? To help me to estates 
which are my own-wiU be my own, by 
Jove ! in less than a few days, if all's true 
that these telegrams say.'' 

He pointed to some papers on the table^ 
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^^ It requires precious little thought to 
come at that. He did it for three hundred 
per cent. — in prospect Mat never made a 
secret of the matter. Why should he ? He's 
a man of the world, is Mat. So am I — ^both 
men of the world. He knew I should be 
right for any amount whenever it pleased the 
governor to walk the plank, and I bloomed 
upon society as Sir Philip." 

It was of his father this elegant young 
man was speaking when he made the above 
delicate allusion to the "governor" and 
walking the plank ; but what are such small 
thinks as family ties to your modem Timon 
of two-and-twenty — ^your drawling, cold- 
hearted, fashionable " swell," who has " out- 
lived all that kind of sentiment, by Jove ! " 

Cynics of any sort are not pleasant people 
to meet with ; but surely worst of all the 
tribe are these used-up, languid creations of 
the present day — ^these sneering philoso- 
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phers, who profess to despise the life they 

daily misuse ; who show themselves in the 
parks as a duty, yet under protest; who 
dawdle at race-courses, croquet-parties and 
flower-shows, still under protest ; who patro- 
nise the dancing-rooms, the music-halls, and 
the theatres, yawning everywhere, except, 
perhaps, in those gilded »alons where golden- 
haired goddesses hold sway, in the region 
of St. John's Wood and western Brompton. 

One of these hollow-hearted men was Mr. 
Philip Wentworth, a combination of fool and 
knave, priding himself in his all-engrossing 
selfishness, upon having outlived everything 
that better men deemed life alone worth liv- 
ing for. 

"You can't astonish me," he would say, 
in his supercilious drawl ; " it isn't to be 
done. A man who has gone the pace I've 
gone is long past that kind of thing. Know 
the world ? I should think I did, rather ; 
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know it inside and out, upside , and down, 
round and square-every twist and turn in 
it ! Look here ! I'm a light-weight, I am ; 
but the man who wants to floor Phil Went- 
worth must sit up all night, or get up very 
early in the morning, by Jove I " 

"You know Sir Hugh's danger?" said 
Mrs. Eockwood, after a pause. 

PhiUp yawned. 

"A fellow can't well be off knowing it. 
Pm very sorry for it, of course, but what's 
to be done ? Of late, whenever the governor 
sees me, he cuts up rough ; and besides, if 
there's one thing I hate more than another, 
it's a sick-room. Tour invalids are so con-' 
foundly selfish — think of nobody but them- 
selves. I would take an even bet Sir Hugh 
doesn't want to see me. He's got Gertrude 
to nurse him, hasn't he ? " 

" Yes ; she is constantly at his side, night 
and dav.'^ 
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^* Of course. That's just as it should 
be/' assented this amiable young man. 
^^ Girls and women like that sort of thing; 
I don't." 

" You hear what my father says ? " and 
the lady, with an angry movement of her 
fan, indicated the papers on the table. 

*^ Those telegrams ? — oh ! yes. How I hate 
telegrams ! The post is bad enough, but it 
takes some time, at least, coming ; but these 
cursed things," taking up one of the papers 
as he spoke, " are down upon you at all times 
and everywhere. I wonder who the fellow 
was who invented them ; an enemy to his 
species, I'm sure — couldn't have had many 
nerves. If people want to be unpleasant, 
oh I cant they do it in a telegram ! Short 
and sour, that's the correct thing, and that's 
Old Benjy's way." 

He read over again the paper he held, then 
tossed it back carelessly on the table. 
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" What a queer old buflfer he is! I some- 
times think he's a little off his head, don't 
you ? " 

" Of whom are you speaking ? " 

" Of Daddy Darknoll, to be sure — who 
else ? " 

" You will please to remember, sir," and 
the lady drew herself up with a haughty air 
that sat very well upon her, "that you are 
also speaking of my father, and, when 
in my presence, you will speak of him 
at least with some outward show of 
respect." 

" To be sure, I will," said the unmoved 
Mr. PhUip. "Outward and inward. I've 
the greatest love, and all that sort of thing, 
for daddy. He would lay down his life for 
me," he added, with a laugh ; " I've often 
heard him swear it." 

"There is nothing he would not do to 
serve you — ^nothing ! He is devoted to your 
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interests, and has ever been so since you were 
a child." 

" Fm sure I'm awftdly obliged to him — 
but it's a bit of a bore to be told it so 
often/' 

" He worships the ground you walk on, 
does Benjamin DarknoU." 

" How queer ! " was the grateful remark. 
"Poor old boy!" 

Mrs. Eockwood's black eyes for a moment 
flashed fire. She controlled herself, however, 
and said, with a half sigh, " You owe much, 
very much more than you can ever repay, to 
my father, Benjamin DarknolL" 

Mr. Philip frowned, then twisted his hand- 
some face — for, to a casual observer, hand- 
some it was— into an expression of intense 
greed and cunning. 

" Oh, come, I say, draw it mild ! Never 
repay ! Thaf s a leetle too strong even for 
this child's stomach. I see what you're all 
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driving at, but, as I have before taken occa- 
sion to remark, the date of my nativity goes 
back before yesterday. I know pretty well 
how many beans go to make five, and what 
some people are up to ; but, without wishing 
to be rude to a lady, when I am Sir Philip 
Wentworth, it is not my intention to allow 
myself to be pecked into small pieces by 
any one, much less everybody P 

The ungrateful cur ! It was evident that 
he was already thinking how it would be 
easiest to throw over those to whom he 
might feel himself perhaps unpleasantly in- 
debted. 

^^ The income's a tidy one, but it isn't so 
much when a fellow means to come up to 
town to do the swell thing, and hold his own 
with the best." 

"You can do all that," said Mrs. Rock- 
wood, with a sigh. 

" I mean to do all that, and more I I mean 
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to get into parliament, too ! Oh ! I can talk 
a bit when I choose, and have taken in my 
usual ^ stims ' (stimulants). Why, I know 
half-a-dozen fellows who write M.P. after 
their names, that never made a speech yet 
which wasn't a brandy -and-soda ! " 

There was a pause — a long pause. Mrs. 
Bockwood lowers her face so as to let the red 
firelight play upon it. Could it be that the 
crimson blood was also there ? Certain it is 
the bosom quickly heaves. 

At last, Mrs. Eockwood spoke. 

" Sit down, Philip," she said, in a voice 
which had in it far more of sadness than 
unkindness, and at the same time so arranged 
her seat as to screen her face from the light. 
^^ I have something to say to you." 

"Of importance?" he yawned, with an 
air of much vexation, and meditating escape. 

" Of great importance — of the greatest 
importance." 
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He hesitated. 

" But these telegrams ? " 

^^It is concerning these telegrams I am 
about to speak. I have a story to tell you 
— a story known only to Sir Hugh, my 
&ther, Benjamin DarknoU, Mathew, and 
myself." 

" And a precious lot, too, if your story 
contains a secret." 

" It does — a terrible one ! " 

^^ Oh ! if it's anything in the sensational 
way, I go along with you. Not that I am 
going to starts or shudder, or do aaytiung of 
that sort. I'm a fellow who has outlived his 
. first set of nerves, and got a set of steel 
bands instead. May I smoke ? " 

Mrs. Bockwood, without looking at him, 
nodded assent. 

<< Thanks ; there's nothing like a weed for 
keeping a fellow awake.'' 

With this polite speech, the ^^ unimpres- 
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Bionable" — as he termed himself — ^Philip 
lighted his cigar, and threw himself into 
an easy-chair, crossing one long leg over the 
other, and leaning so very far back that 
only his chin and the tip of his nose were 
visible. 

'* Fire away, Mrs. E. ! Stop ; does it 
concern me ? " 

" It does — it greatly concerns you." 

" Then it's sure to be interesting. I'm all 
attention." 

And, m a low voice — a low and trembling 
voice at first — Diana began to relate the 
episode which had smirched, with a broad, 
black stain, the ancient escutcheon of the 
Wentworths. 



CHAPTER VI. 

MR. PHILIP IS ASTONISHED AT LAST. 

" Theee was a great Squire living down in 
one of the western counties," — it was thus 
Mrs. Rockwood commenced her story — 
" who had a son, an only son — '^ 

** Is it a fairy tale ? " asked Mr. Philip, 
without looking up, and blowing a wreath of 
pearly smoke high in the air. 

*^ It is not a fairy tale," was the half-angry 
answer, " except that the results may yet be 
the same ; and what is now shining gold may 
be withered leaves ere morning. This son I 
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speak of," she went on, never glancing at the 
recumbent Philip, but ever shielding her face 
with her fan, "feared his father greatly. 
The father was a man of granite — proud, 
stem, and impossible to move. The son, on 
the contrary," — and, as her voioo rose, there 
was in it a tone of contempt, — " was a crea- 
ture of clay, soft and ductile, to be moulded, 
by clever hands, into any shape. Ghreedy of 
flattery, his ears were ever open to the praises 
of those beneath him ; and, failing to find a 
congenial society in the drawing-room, he 
sought it in the servants' offices, in the 
racing paddock, and the stable." 

" I don't blame him there," put in Mr. 
Philip, still without moving, and smoking 
with much tranquil enjoyment ; "a fellow 
picks up a lot of things in a stable, while, 
as to a drawing-room, you may pass a life 
ihere^ and not pick up an idea. I never 
did." 
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" Bravo, papa ! That was downy of the 
old Squire, that was," ejaculated Mr. Philip, 
with an approving laugh. ** And when the 
young couple returned to England, I sup- 
pose, the lass of low degree — ^the lily of the 
valley — ^was found floating in some silent 
pool, while her aged parent drowned his 
sorrows after a different fashion at the 
' Jolly Waggoners,' or the ^ Barley Mow ? ' '^ 

*^He did nothing of the kind," said the 
woman, with a laugh so abrupt and harsh 
that it caused Mr. Philip to lower his legs 
and assume a sitting attitude. " They — the 
girl and her father — rightly estimated the 
character of the man they had to deal with. 
The old Squire died in the hunting-field 
having broken his neck, refusing with his 
usual obstinacy to turn from a fence which 
no other rider would take — a fence which it 
was afterwards discovered had been pre- 
viously wired by some one. With his death 



Mr. Philip ts Astonished at Last. 9 1 



came the triumph of the lodge-keeper and 
his daughter. The wife the young Squire 
had brought from France was a pale flower 
— a lily of the valley, if you will. She knew 
that her husband did not love her, that an- 
other influenced him in all things ; as, in- 
deed, the other had a right to do, for it was 
at her feet that his faith was first pledged, 
that his vows were first made." 

Philip looked up with a puzzled air, but 
the face of the speaker was completely 
hidden from his view. She continued 
speaking, without appearing to have heeded 
his change of position. 

" The Squire neglected his wife — utterly 
neglected her : not that she murmured at 
such treatment — a woman without force of 
character of any kind, a whining, puling, 
helpless child, she deserved no better 
fate ! " 

" Was this Mrs. Eockwood ? " 
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" Assuredly, yes ; and a Mrs. Eockwood 
few would care to trifle with.'* 

The words, as she uttered them, came hot 
and fast ; while at times, as if moved beyond 
self-control, she struck the table violently 
with her fan. 

'* In a great, lonely, dull, deserted London 
house this woman's first child was bom. 
With the exception of her husband, the 
doctor, and a poor blind old nurse, she was 
utterly alone. Well, her son was bom dead, 
or died soon after his birth, and without the 
knowledge of the mother. About this time 
it had pleased Fate, Fortune, or Providence 
—call it what you will — that the other — the 
low-bom, jilted, and deeply-injured woman 
— should also have a son. Now, the wife 
was pining and weakly, and the man — her 
husband — ^was ambitious, above all other 
things, to have an heir to his estates. The 
old love was not then entirely lost, and, as I 
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have said, lie was one whom a stronger mind 
could mould into any form it pleased. The 
opportunity and the stronger mind were 
there ; and, directed by others — it was his 
fate to be ever directed by others -^the 
father with his own hands placed the son of 
the lodge-keeper's daughter in the cradle 
from which his then dead son had been 
removed. It was an act of charity, after all, 
for to have known of the loss of her baby 
would, weak and suffering as she was, have 
cost her her life ; so it was with a smiling 
thankfulness she, all unknowingly, took the 
child of another, and laid it on her breast. 
Ah ! in that great house no one gave a 
thought to the real mother ; nor, had they 
done so, could they have realized her bitter 
deprivation, the lopiely heart's agony of the 
solitary woman, content to suffer all to give 
a name and fortune to her boy." 

Philip Wentworth, no longer indifferent, 
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but, on the contrary, most strongly moved, 
had risen to his feet. He had approached 
the fender, and now, with his back to the 
fire, stood leaning against the chimney-piece, 
with an ugly expression in his face, as he 
scowled down upon the all but unheeding 
woman. 

" You were good enough just now to say 
that this story interested me. May I ask 
you how ? " 

She made, without looking at him, an im- 
ploring gesture of the hand. 

"Ask nothing, say nothing, till I have 
told the story out. Well, some years passed, 
and the foreign woman— the woman who 
had never won his heart-^gave birth to 
another child — a girl. She had scarcely 
looked upon its face before she, always 
weakly — herself a child, in fact— died. 
With her death came a change in the 
husband, which no one had expected to see. 
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Would it be believed," she continued, 
speaking more to herself than Philip, who, 
now red, now pale, by turns, stood roosting, 
with one restless foot upon the fender, his 
hands deep sunk in his pockets, his back, so 
to speak, "humped up," scowling down 
upon her — " would it be believed," she went 
on, " that, from the moment of the wife's 
death —from the time the poor, meek, spiritr 
less creature had passed away, her husband 
turned upon those who had best befriended 
him, and who, in return, he had so often 
sworn to aid ? Yet, so it was ; and, with 
the basest ingratitude, he sternly refused to 
see the woman who had loved him so 
devotedly, and who had sacrificed so much 
for him. ^He would provide for her,' he 
said, with all the cold effrontery of his class 
— * amply provide for her;'' but, while 
never ceasing to recognise his son, he knew 
also what was due to • his daughter. ^ I 
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consent,' he said, ' tliat my son shall in- 
herit my name and estates, on condition 
that he rests ignorant of his unfortunate 
parentage, and that his mother shall see him 



no more.' " 



A tremendous noise, as of tumbling fire- 
irons, and a fender upset — a noise that is 
followed by a whirlwind of passionate exple- 
tives, causes Mrs. Eockwood to look up. 

Has Mr. Philip, ordinarily so languid and 
cool, gone out of his mind ? 

It would seem so ; for, suddenly seizing 
the Japanese fan from the lady's hand, he 
threw it on the floor, and stamped it to 
pieces under his feet. 

Mrs. Eockwood's swarthy cheeks red- 
dened, her thick brows knitted themselves 
into one hard line, and her breath came in 
hot gasps from between her parted lips. 

Was it anger that moved her ? 

Only such anger as a tigress might feel 
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for some unruly cub she loves, and yet 
whom slie intends to lick into shape. 

"What do you mean by telling this to 
meV^ Philip said; and with aU the vio- 
lence of a weak nature aroused to rage, 
he hurled far from him a light gilt chair, 
that came in his way as he strode back- 
wards and forwards in the room. " Are you 
laughing at me, or do you want to drive me 
mad?" 

Mrs. Eockwood laughed, but the laughter 
cost her an effort. 

'^ Foolish boy ! '' she said. " Please to re- 
member that the furniture you are destroy- 
ing belongs to Mathew Eockwood ; and his 
charge, you know, is — ^three hundred per 
cent. ! " 

Philip paused in his walk, and turned 
towards her. 

'^Answer me one question. Of what 
family have you been speaking ? " 
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A pause, and then the answer. "The 
Wentworth I " 

Philip took a long breath, as one about to 
faint. The woman looked at him pityingly^ 
but yet resolved. 

"You had better drink some water ^ 
Philip," she remarked. 

But Philip had already seized a decanter 
from the table, from which he poured, not 
water, but half a tumbler of brandy, and 
swallowed it down at a draught. 

" Curse me," he said, in a manner very 
different from his usual drawl, "if 
I know what you mean! If there is- 
any truth in this story you tell, which I 
doubt, who was this child — this false heir,, 
who—" 

He could say no more, for his worda 
choked him ; but he cowered before Diana'& 
pitiless pointing finger, with a shudder, as 
she said, " Yourself ! " 
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Always ungrateM, he began at once, 
blundering and blustering, to bully. 

"A nice trick — if what you say be true — 
youVe all played meP^ And then, again 
turning fiercely upon her with the old bad 
scowl on his evil face, " Who may you be, 
that I'm to take what you say for gospel ? 
TouVe got the story at your tongue's end, 
and are somebody, I suppose. Who— 
what?" 

" Ywi^r mother P'^ 

The words were calmly said, and expected 
by him. Yet Philip reeled before them. 
He staggered like a drunken man, catching 
at chair and table for support. 

" I don't believe a word of it," he repeated 
mechanically, — " not one word I It's a 
clever trick got up between you, your old 
father, and money-making Mat. I must 
have proof of what you say — legal proof I " 

" I think you would hardly ask for that." 

H 2 
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He looked at her viciously, but returned 
no answer. 

"Don^t be a fool, Philip! But for 
stronger heads and stronger hands, you 
•would long ago have floated down the 
stream to perdition. But why speak of this 
just now ? I have told you " — and her 
voice became musical in its softness — " that 
I am your mother — your mother! Have 
you no word to say to me ? " 

He made no answer to this appeal, but 
stood, his head bent forward on his breast, 
his eyes fixed on vacancy, his hands again 
deep sunk in his pockets, his shoulders all 
hunched up — a picture of irresolution and 
topotent rage, none the less intense now that 
i^s more violent demonstrations had ceased. 
LIo"J sinned for you, Philip. I was ready 
^twftnd still ready to sacrifice everything for 
ycjtiotj-life itself, and, if necessary, more than 
iftttt^i-i-she lowered her voice to a whisper, 
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— " the Uves of others. It was my pride to 
see you take the first place in your father's 
house— my ambition to know that my son 
should, inherit all, fortune and name. That 
ambition shall yet be realized if you are 
wise. As yet, your enemy has been your- 
self.^' 

Still no word from Philip. He seemed to 
be slowly realizing, in its fiill force, his posi- 
tion, and his was not a nature to rise up at 
once after so terrible a blow. 

" It was to please your father that I mar- 
ried Mr. Eockwood,'' Diana went on, at last ; 
" to prove that I meant to keep the oath I 
had sworn, and remove every obstacle be- 
tween you and the estates. Hitherto Sir 
Hugh has kept his word to the letter, and 
owned you before the world as his son." 

" Sir Hugh hates me," blurted out Philip ; 
** he has always hated me, and you know it." 

" The fault has been your own — entirely 
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your own. The sort of life you have chosen 
to lead, your reckless extravagance, your 
studied neglect of Sir Hugh himself, absent- 
ing yourself for six months together from 
the Abbey.'' 

"Why not?" growled the cub. "I 
always loathed the gloomy old place. Sir 
Hugh's notions about ' sports and pastimes ' 
were not mine ; and if ever I do break my 
neck, it will not be in the hunting-field. 
There was a sort of tacit agreement between 
us that, as long as I was left free to follow 
my own tastes in London, I would not allow 
my presence to interfere with his. By 
Jove ! " he continued, with something like a 
return to his old manner, " I think I see 
myself up to my eyes in mud all day, flying 
over hedges and ditches, only to catch sight 
of the vanishing tail of a beastly fox, and 
then coming home to doze by the fire, while 
the governor plays backgammon with old 
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Mildmay, the rector, or sit, as he would do, 
for hours, listening to the music— music, 
egad, of the year one ! — ^ Home, Sweet 
Home ! ' and that sort of thing — of poor 
little Gertrude's piano I " 

As we have before observed, any mention 
of Gertrude Wentworth's name had a power- 
M and unpleasant effect upon the by no 
means amiable temper of Mrs. Bockwood. It 
moved her now into an outburst of passion. 

" Gertrude ! Gertrude ! Gertrude I " she 
said, stamping her foot as she repeated the 
name, ** may yet be your ruin, Philip. The 
wily little jade, if you had not been deaf and 
blind, you might have known that while 
you were angering your father m all things, 
she with her hypocritical ways, her gentle 
manners, and winning graces, was coiling 
herself about his heart." 

"Well, and why shouldn't she? Ger- 
trude's a good girl, though a slow one— 
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awfally slow ! — one of your dove species^ 
that like to sit cooing at home, and are inca* 
pable of doing harm to any one." 

Mrs. Eockwood started to her feet, her 
dark Gipsy face flushed with anger, her eyes 
flashing, and her hands clenched. 

Mr. Philip started too, but it was a pace or 
two backwards, for, truth to say, the " beauti- 
fdl Diana Bockwood" was not a pleasant 
sight to see when, as Mathew termed it^ 
" one of her fits were on ! " 

" You fool ! " she said ; " you vain, con- 
ceited fool ! will nothing teach you wisdom ? 
nothing open your eyes to the precipice 
upon the brink of which you stand ? I tell 
you that this soft-spoken, gentle-mannered, 
peach-visaged girl is the one great danger 
we have to fear. My father, a wise man 
who knows how to trim his sails to every 
™d,: ta refam^ as yo. kBow, ,«.e p«. 
tion of his early iufluence over Sir Hugh* 
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When I was banished, he, supple and 
crafty, remained to watoh over your in- 
terests. His power is stiU grealr-the power 
of a strong mind over a weak one ; but his 
power sinks to nothing — ^to nothing before 
this girl's! He is ever warning me that 
while you are making for yourself a fool's 
reputation in London, she, your sister Ger- 
trade, iB quietly dipping into your place. 
His last warning " — ^and she snatohed one 
of the telegrams from the table — ** is here ! '* 

" What am I to do ? " grumbled Philip, 
helplessly bending, as usual, before the 
stronger spirit. ^' You have not told me all 
this deviUsh unpleasant business for nothing. 
What am I to do?" 

^^ Behave like a man," she answered, 
almost contemptuously, " and not " (pointing 
to the fragile gilt chair, that was lying with 
a broken back in the comer) ^* like a child. 
It may be that even now as we speak. Sir 
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Hugh is on his death-bed ; if so, your place 
is by his side. You ^¥ill not be alone there," 
she continued darkly, and with a smile that 
was by no means an adornment to her hand- 
some face ; " you will find Mends to advise 
you and act for you ; friends — do you hear 
me, Philip ?— whom you rnmt obey." 

" I suppose you mean Mat, the money- 
spinner," said Mr. Philip very imgraciously, 
^* and old Daddy DarknoU. I sha'n't get 
much out of anything that's to be filtered 
through their hands." 

" Be governed by me^ then, and you shall 
get all. Mathew Eockwood cares for but 
one thing — money ; while my father, your 
grandfather," — Mr. Philip winced, — " Ben- 
jamin Darknoll, has no other thought in life 
but — ^you." 

" I'm sure I'm very much obliged to him. 
I was always fond of Daddy. I don't think 
I should ever have known how to read or 
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write but for him ; my tutors threw me over 

one after the other, and ^^ he suddenly 

stopped as a new light burst in upon him« 
^^ I say, if Sir Hugh has made another will, 
and Gertrude " 

His mother stopped him, 

" I know what you would say ; but as yet 
we have every reason to believe no will has 
been made. A weak man in all things, Sir 
Hugh has ever had a superstitious dread of 
all wiU-making. It was only after his last 
quarrel with you about your ever accumulat- 
ing debts, that he expressed to Mr. Mildmay 
his intention of journeying to London to 
visit some lawyer. My father was present, 
and heard him — ^his motive was plain 
enough. The estates are not entailed. He 
would, had he reached London, have made 
Gertrude his heiress, and, with— a favourite 
term of his — what is called *^ sufficient pro- 
vision," perhaps have disioherited you." 
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PhiKp groaned. He had now fully 
realized his position. 

. "Bnt," continued Mrs. Eockwood, with 
her unpleasant smile, ^^ he did not come to 
London; the accident in the hunting-field, 
prevented that ; nor, as I am informed, ia 
his brain in a condition that would make a 
will valid if written now. A state of things^ 
it is our intention to keep unaltered." 

Philip stared, started, and turned a little 
pale. 

His mother eyed him sharply. 

" A man with your tastes can hardly 
submit to become a beggar, literally a 
beggar, perhaps, for want of a little looking 
after your own interests. You will leave at 
once for Wentworth Abbey — do you hear 
me, Philip ? — at once." 

" And what sort of a reception shall I get ? 
The last time I saw Sir Hugh we parted 
with high words." 
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" A far better reception than you deserve," 
answered the woman impatiently, "You 
will be governed in everything by my father. 
He loves you, though why," she added 
bitterly, "I can hardly tell, and can advise 
you better than I. There's a ^ Bradshaw ' 
on that side-table — give it me." 

Her son obeyed her almost mechanically. 
His intellect had not yet recovered the series 
of crushing blows it had received ; he spoke 
vaguely, like a man in a dream. 

" Gertrude never did any harm to me," 
he muttered, as, again obedient to a gesture 
of his mother's, he drew a chair up to the 
table, "and I won't have harm come to 
her." 

Mrs. Eockwood laid down the pen she 
was using to tick off the departures of the 
Pripsey Bridge trains, and, leaning forward, 
looked full in Philip's sullen face. 

" Listen to me," she said, " and take to 
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heart, or rather let me say to memory, every 
word I am about to utter. I am, I repeat, 
ready to sacrifice everything to you, out of 
the greatness of my love, though it is use- 
less to speak to you of that There are 
others, also, whose interests are bound up in 
yours, in whom I, and therefore you, can 
trust. Our plans are formed; dare to 
disturb them, Philip, by action or by word, 
and I leave you to a fool's fate — ^poverty 
and a nameless grave ! Above all, re- 
member one thing : that if you are but 
guided by me, no obstacle— no matter what 
— shall be allowed to stand long between 
you and fortune. As for Gertrude Went- 
worth, her future is in good hands. It is for 
you to be careful that no act of folly on 
your part destroys your own. Push that 
ink nearer to me, and ponder over what I 
have said." 

She had again taken up the pen, and now 
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resumed her railway caloulatlons, jotting 
down the figures on a paper by her side, 
without even glancing at her son, who sat 
stupidly gazing at her, wide-mouthed and 
open-eyed. 

By Jove 1 as he would himself have ex- 
pressed it, one thing, at least, was certain — 
that Mr. Philip Wentworth (we still give 
Mm that name) was sufficiently " astonished" 
at last. 



CHAPTEE VII. 

THE TWO NUKSES. 

" Gerteude ! " 

" I am here, papa." 

The voice that first spoke was querulous 
and weak ; the voice that repKed was soft 
and musical — one of those pleasant voices to 
the ear that are ever suggestive of devotion 
and love. 

" Has the new nurse come ? " 

'' Yes, papa ; she came down from Lon- 
don with Doctor Malyon. Would you like 
to see her ? I'll call her." 



"No, no — ^not yet; but I 
has come. You want some r 
from your endless watching, 
some better nurse than pooi 
Tell me, Gerty, do you 1l 
comer ? '' 

"Oh, yes; that is — -" a: 
answering voice hesitated. *^ 
always to go by appearances 
She seems a nice, quiet body e 
Doctor Malyon says, thoroughly 
her business, which is all tl 
required." 

" Just so. Draw the curtail 
shut out the light from the wine 
as it is, it hurts my eyes. So- 
Now come and sit beside me. 
comfortable when you are near, a 
when I touch your hand." 

The man who speaks so we; 
Hugh Wentworth; and the gii 

VOL. I. 
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again seated seated herself by the bedside, 
and whose hand he now so lovingly clasps, 
is his daughter Gertrude. 

The room is vast and very ancient. The 
walls are panelled in dark oak, curiously 
ornamented with intricate carvings. The 
ceiling is crossed and recrossed by heavy 
beams ; while the great bay window is all 
ablaze with colour and quaint heraldic 
device. 

The huge bed is worthy of the room, and 
might be almost coBval with it, to judge 
fipom the carved wood-work, the massive 
pillars, and general design. 

The looped-up curtains are of heavy 
velvet ; while beneath its stately canopy lies 
stretched, restless with pain. Sir Hugh 
Wentworth. 

As seen by the faint light admitted by 
the curtains. Sir Hugh would be taken for a 
man very far advanced in years, which is 
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not the fact ; but the face is deeply lined, 
-and the forehead, now hidden by linen 
bandages, which Gertrude continually 
moistens, could it be seen, would show deep 
furrows of care. 

His hands are brown and sinewy, a8 
those of a man accustomed to field sports ; 
while the restless limbs, tossed impatiently 
hither and thither in the bed, show how il 1 
this forced confinement is borne. 

" I can't bear much more of this, Gerty, 
my girl I I was never made for a lie-a-bed, 
Bnd sometimes I catch myself wishing that 
Brown Eobin " (his horse), " when he rolled 
oyer me, had struck me a little harder with 
his hoofs, and finished me, once for all." 

" Oh, papa ! — my own, dear papa ! please 
don't talk like that ! " 

*^ But why not ? My father was carried 
home dead .from the hunting-field. We 
«yer loved the open air, and it seems mortal 

I 2 
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hard if the last breath we take of it shouldn't 
be under the broad sky, and in the open 
fields.'' 

"Yon will soon be out again, and on 
horseback, too, if you will have a little 
more patience. So Doctor Malyon says; 
and so you must be a good papa, and not 
complain." 

" Patience ! " moaned the sufferer ; " I 
think I've had enough of that. It seems to 
me as though I had been lying here for ages 
— ^and did Doctor Malyon really say that ? 
He's a clever fellow, that London doctor," 
he continued, without waiting for Gertrude's 
reply; "can talk of a hundred things 
besides his profession, which is more than 
most of them can do. Look at Bowlby " 
— (Bowlby was the Wentworth practitioner) 
— " knows nothing beyond a pinch of jalap 
and an ounce of rhubarb. Even his best 
Mends can't deny that little Bowlby's an 
ass." 
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" Surely he's a very kind-hearted, amiable 
maa ? " said Gertrude. 

^^ Kind-hearted, amiable man ! " repeated 
the sufferer testily; ^^ that's just where it 
is, my dear. The number of people that 
have been killed by kind-hearted, amiable 
practitioners would have made the Buke of 
Wellington stare. If one could only see 
old Bowlby's case-book, I'm sure that Water- 
loo would be nothing to it." 

Gertrude, who knew her &ther's nature 
too well to oppose him directly in anything, 
did the next best thing — she turned the 
subject. 

" By the way, I forgot to tell you, papa, 
that Mr. Mildmay called yesterday ; but, as 
you were asleep, I would not have you dis- 
turbed. You'll see him, won't you, when 
he calls again ? " 

Sir Hugh, however, was in pain, and, 
like most active men so prostrated, was cross. 
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, _ _ — 

" Anxious ! I don't see why he should 
be — we never ran our horses together but 
we jostled. A parson should be content to 
have all the talk to himself on a Sunday^ 
and on other days give other people a 
chance, which is just trhat Mildmay won't 
do. By the bye, what has become of that 
nice lad, his pupU, and why hasn't he been 
to see me ? It's most unkind of him. A 
finer, braver young fellow I never saw.^ 
He'd ride to the hounds with the best of 
us ; and as for shooting, only ask that 
i*ascal, Peter Applethwaite, who is not 
only the most incorrigible poacher, but 
the best shot within a whole score of 
parishes." 

It was lucky that Gertrude's face was- 
in shadow, for she crimsoned to the neck, 
as she heard her father's praise of her 
lover. 

" He's gone, papa." 
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"Who is gone?" asked the sick man 
impatiently, his brain again slightly wander- 
ing. " What were we talking abont ? " 

" Mr. Everard Corbett." 

" Where has he gone to —London ? " 

"India." 

" Oh, ah ! that's a long way ; but that's 
no reason why he didn't come to say good- 
bye. Why, we were old friends, and, 
being so ill, makes me wonder the more." 

" He wanted to come again and again, 
but DarknoU refused to admit him to your 
room; he said you could not receive any 
visitors." 

" Ah, weU, I suppose old Benjy knew 
best ! " said Sir Hugh, as, tired already of 
the subject, he let his head fall back among 
the pillows. 

A long pause ; then suddenly, " Did any 
one tell me, my dear child, that Brown 
Eobin was dead ? " 
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" No one. He is alive and well." 

" I'm glad of that ; a better horse was 
never pnt at a fence. It was my fault, 
not his, that we came to grief. Gertrude 
darling, lean over me for a moment ; I want 
to say something in your ear." 

She leaned over, and after twice kissing 
her cheek, he said, "Are you sure — 
quite sure that this Dr. Malyon gave 
hope ? " 

"The greatest hope — only, he wished he 
had been sent for sooner." 

^' Yes, yes ! that is all that ass Bowlby's 
fault. I had something to say to you, dear 
— something that mmt be said, but not 
now— ruot now ; it will keep for a time, 
and I want to sleep. Give me my 
medicine, and then draw the curtains 
close." 

Gertrude was by no means surprised at 
either her father's words or manner; of 
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late she had become aocustomed to both. 
His brain had frequently wandered, and 
this secret so solemnly hinted at, she 
naturally attributed to have no other 
origin. 

Passing from the bedside to a small table, 
placed within the deep embrasure of the 
window, upon which was arranged that 
sad array of phials and bottles peculiar to 
a sick-room, Gertrude took up a small 
phial, and held it a moment to the 
light. 

" The new doctor's medicine," she mur- 
mured. " What a beautiful colour it takes 
as the sun shines through it ! " 

She was about to uncork the phial, and 
mix a portion of its contents with water, 
when a soft touch was laid upon her arm, 
causing her to start, and nearly drop the 
bottle. 

She turned, and confronted a little. 
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dried-up, old woman, in a slate-coloured 
silk dress. She had round reddish eyes, 
somewhat uncanny to look into, but Ger- 
trude never thought of looking into them ; 
she only smiled and nodded. 

In the little old woman she had recognised 
the new nurse from London. 

" I beg your pardon, miss," with a 
deep curtsey ; " but these are Dr. Mal- 
yon's medicines, and it is his wish that I 
should administer them myself." 



CHAPTEE VIIL 

WINDLESTRAW HOUSE. 

" Bad news I " 

<^May I ask what is bad news, Doctor 
Balm ? " 

For answer, Doctor Balm folded down a 
portion of the newspaper, and indicating a 
paragraph, passed it over the breakfast-table 
to his wife. 

With the aid of her glasses, that lady 
read alond: — 

**We are happy to announce a change 
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chimed in her husband. " *It will be 
found beneficial, above all, to those suffer- 
ing from nervous complaints, from halluci- 
nations of the mind, and feebleness of the 
heart.' " 

" * In short,' continued the lady, taking 
up the running, 'Windlestraw will be 
found to combine health in its highest 
forms, and happiness in its most domestic 
character.' " 

" I am proud of that paragraph," chuckled 
Doctor Balm, rubbing a couple of soft, 
plump hands briskly together. " It breathes 
of the meadows and the downs, and the 
comforts of the fireside at the same time. 
If you will remember, my dear, when I 
wrote that paragraph, I observed, *Popsy, 
that will fetch 'em ! ' to which you re- 
plied, ^ Septimus, if that doesn't, nothing 
wiU.' " 

" And it has fetched them pretty well," 
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replied the lady. " Doctor Septimus 
Balm's Hydropathic Institution, Windle- 
straw. The tenderest family secrets re- 
spected — * silence ^ the motto of the esta- 
blishment — all secrets deposited with Doctor 
Balm will be considered sacred as the um- 
brella which is returned untouched upon 
departure." 

This little sally created great mirth. 

The mirth subsiding, the lady attacked 
a dish of ham and eggs, while her partner 
again buried himself in the TimeSy tilting 
his chair back meanwhile, and throwing up 
his chin as seeking a poae for his portrait. 

As Doctor Septimus Balm and his cheer- 
fill wife are likely to occupy somewhat 
prominent positions in our story, we shall 
ourselves assume the part of the photo- 
grapher, and rapidly sketch them as we see 
them now. 

Mrs. Balm — a very little woman — a 
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" tiny dot of a woman," as she loved to 
describe herself; a fairy creature, dressed 
in perfect taste; a modem Titania, who, 
knowing the value of clothes, and on how 
many shoulders the "ass's head" was to 
be found, bloomed upon you, not from soft 
sand or moonlit glade, but with all the 
magic of Begent and Oxford Street about 
her. 

Was she pretty ? 

Hany people said so— some people be- 
lieved it. Herself for one — ^her husband, 
curiously enough, for another. She — this 
light, butterfly creature — governed the 
learned Septimus in all things. 

Butterfly ! Scarcely that I — there are 
other insects of the air, gauzy-winged and 
fragile in texture, with lulling buzz and 
poison tube, who soothe but to injure, who 
touch but to destroy. 

A gushing woman, who at forty-five en- 
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deavoured — ^and sometimes successfully — 
to remind you of the school-room and the 

» 

sash. 

Would any one, knowing her, have trusted 
her? 

Doctor Balm did, with — ^if we can use 
such words when speaking of such people 
— all his heart and soul ; and, cold-blooded 
creatures both, they lived as happy as two 
efts in an aquarium. 

Perhaps she would have been pretty but 
for a certain sinister droop in the eyelids, 
which covered her prominent pale green 
eyes. Otherwise, the round, small face was 
commonplace enough. 

The learned doctor — by the way, his di- 
ploma was a German one — ^was fifteen years 
his wife's senior ; yet, so mighty are the re- 
sources of art, he looked as many years her 
junior. 

False hair, false teeth, false eyebrows, 

VOL. I. K 
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false complexion ; a long, tbin, aquiline 
nose, in the centre of a face with the form 
of a triangle ; the face of a sheep, with the 
beak of a bird of prey. 

See the doctor when you might, he had 
always the appearance of being " brand- 
new ; " exquisitely " groomed," from the 
tips of his trimmed and polished finger- 
nails to the toes of his tight little lacquered 
boots. 

With the doctor, all was in order, 
shining, polished, and cold, like one of 
those steel surgical instruments which, ly- 
ing so snugly in its velvet case, neverthe- 
less suggests a creepy horror like a torpid 
snake. 

At Eton — for, as we have said, the doc- 
tor was a man of education — ^he had been 
known as Doll Balm, shortened into 
"Dolly," a term which his gushing little 
^e Jm constontly appUed Z uL ^ 
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in truth, as you looked at this vivacious old 
boy, in his painted, waxen shell, he seemed 
a sort of link between the Burlington and 
Lowther Arcades. 

And now a word or two — ^for the hurrying 
events that are crowding in upon us will 
not allow too long a pause — about the place 
itself, — this Windlestraw House — this 
Temple of -ZEsculapius and well-spring of 
science and philanthropy. 

In the immediate neighbourhood of a 
great commercial town, Windlestraw Downs 
had long enjoyed a reputation for their 
health-restoring powers ; and, for those 
who could stand the seasoning, a sojourn at 
Windlestraw was sure to bring back light 
to the dim eye, and colour to the faded 
cheek. 

It was, therefore, upon Windlestraw that 
these two birds of passage Doctor and Mrs. 
Balm had made their descent. 

£ 2 
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The Hydropathic Institutioii was the con* 
sequence. 

High, lonely, gusty, and " abounding in 
the newest inventions," Windlestraw House 
had all the elements for making money — 
by advertisement — and it did. 

Supremely uncomfortable, both inside 
and out, new patients shivered through 
season after season. Health is not imme- 
mediately at one's call, no more than Borne 
was built in a day ; and if some of the 
patients returned — which some few did — 
surely that was proof — see advertisement — 
of the institution's popularity. 

A huge bald, red-brick, rambling pile was 
Windlestraw House, suggestive of many 
things, but principaUy of the barrack and 
the penitentiary. 

But here we must pause for the present 
in our description, for Doctor Balm has 
again laid down his paper. 
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'^As you have seen her, my dear, what 
Idnd of young lady would you describe 
Miss Gertrude to be ? Would you oall her 
pretty?" 

Now, as there was only one person on 
the face of the earth to whom Mrs. Balm 
would have given that title, she gave a 
<)oquettish little shrug to her shoulders. 

'' A tall girl, with large grey, sad eyes, a 
soft, creamy skin, but no colour ; and, with- 
out colour," — ^another little shrug — "what 
is skin or features ? " 

As both the lady and gentleman laid on 
their colour pretty thick, hereupon followed 
nods of mutual approval. 

"Nothing like Windlestraw for restor- 
ing colour?" said the doctor, in his most 
utterly respectable and vestry-board man- 
ner. " ' To the exhausted and weary it 
offers a — ' " 

" There, there ! do drop the prospectus ! " 
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And with a sharpness of manner which 
caused the doctor to nearly choke himself 
with a piece of toast he was in the act 
of swallowing, Mrs. Balm rose to her 
feet. 

A small woman, sis we have said, not in- 
elegant, lissome as a lizard, compact and 
"neat,'' as a dressmaker's model. 

" When my brother Malyon spoke to me 
about this business, it was imderstood." 

It was now the doctor's turn to rise 
hastily. 

" Nothing was imderstood — nothing, but 
the poor dear young lady's nervous suffer* 
ing, and the consequent requirement of 
seclusion and care — ^the utmost care and the 
strictest seclusion ! " 

Mrs. Balm surveyed him through her 
half-dosed eyelids, and gave a little mock- 
ing laugh. 

. " Why, bless me, Dolly dear, you are in 
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a fright already. You silly little man; 
there is nothing less than a fortune be- 
fore us — a large fortune, as I can manage 

it.'' 

"It shall be left in your hands, Popsy 

entirely in your hands," said the doc 

tor, with a readiness that savoured of 

relief. 

"When," continued the lady, "I re- 
ceived the other day from my brother that 
mysterious message which took me to 
Dripsey Bridge, I confess I was surprised, 
not having heard from David for some 
years." 

" Except several applications for money," 
corrected the doctor. 

" Which were not replied to ! " said the 
doctor^s lady sharply. "Upon explaining 
to me, without any circumlocution or hold- 
ing back, what was required of me — ^I mean 
of us — " 
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^^ Entirely in your hands, my little woman 
— entirely in your hands," said the smiling 
doctor. 

*^ I saw at once the risk — the great 
risk!" 

" The enormous risk ! " put in the doctor. 

'' Just so ; the enormous risk we should 
run in the event of discovery ; but I also 

saw — " 

" We saw," again put in the doctor, — 
'' we saw ! I think, Popsy, I had a part in 
that." 

"Well, we saw that the game, under 
almost any circumstances, must be in our 
hands. Holding fast and sure the winning 
card, it would be for us to decide when and 
how to play it." 

"A remarkable little woman," said the 
doctor, looking round, as if appealing to the 
four comers of the universe — " a remark- 
able little woman ! " 
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The remarkable little woman's green 
eyes had a more than usual venomous 
gleam. 

^^It's a safe speculation, Seppy/' she 
said. ^^ Let David and the rest do their 
part of the work, and we'll open wide the 
hospitable doors of Windlestraw House." 

" To shut them as quickly," laughed the 
doctor. " Windlestraw has its secrets, and 
this will be one of them." 

He paused for a moment, as if struck 
by some sudden thought, an unpleasant 
thought evidently, for after roosting un- 
easily first upon one leg, and then upon 
the other, after the fashion of that domestic 
fowl he at times so much resembled, he 
touched his wife on the arm nervously. 

He did so two or three times before he 
attracted her notice ; that ever active 
woman having possessed herself of a 
basket of labelled keys and a huge house- 
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keeping book, into which, with an almost 
painfal quickness of movement, she, with 
a very hard-nibbed pen, that scratched and 
spluttered as she wrote, was jotting down 
items of expenses. 

"WeU; what is it?" 

She asked the question as though she had 
dismissed all the previous matter from her 
mind, but a glance at the doctor's face re- 
called her to it again. 

" Sir Hugh — dhotdd he recover ? " 

" Sir Hugh will not recover." 

She had scarcely uttered the words than 
a great peal, as of a gate-bell, rung through 
the house, or, at least, through that part of 
the house with which it was more imme- 
diately connected. 

"Somebody from the station," said the 
doctor, peering out from the side of the bow- 
window. 
- "A telegram, perhaps," ejaculated the lady» 
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They remained thus, these two birds of 
ill omen, anxiously peering out, but neither 
by words expressing the one thought that 
agitated their minds. 

The door of the room opened at last. . 

A tall, spare, hard-featured woman 
presented herself, a telegram in her 
hands. 

" Waiting an answer," she said, in a 
cold, harsh voice that accorded well with 
her countenance. 

This was Mrs. Jane Murdoch, directress, 
under only the doctor and his wife, of the 
Windlestraw establishment. 

" I will ring for you, Mrs. Murdoch." 

Mrs. Murdoch dropped a slight, very 
slight curtsey, and left the room as sedately 
as she had entered. 

As the door closed, the telegram wa& 
opened. 

" From Dripsey Bridge ! " 
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And both man and wife read at the same 
time, and under their breath :— 

" Sir Hugh Wentworth expired last night. 
We shall require every assistance. May we 
rely upon you?^* 

The answer, as the telegram said, was 
paid for ; and the boy, as Mrs. Murdoch had 
said, was waiting. 

The question has come, after all, more 
suddenly than expected. The answer must 
be equally decisive. Yes or no ? 

The husband alone shows signs of irreso- 
lution ; the stronger mind has been made 
up long ago. 

Outside the lodge-gate, a lithe, sharp- 
looking lad, with crisp, curly hair, and a 
enub nose, is rubbing down a pony, rough- 
haired, and steaming with perspiration. 
He is the bearer of the telegram. 
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Within the lodge-gates stands a tall 
footman, rural from head to foot, and wear- 
ing the Windlestraw livery. 

His small eyes gleam for a moment, and 
his huge mouth still further expands itself 
into a lengthened grin. It has just occurred 
to him to vary the monotony of his existence 
by chaffing the lad. 

" Boy ! '' 

"Sir, to you. One couldn't say less^ 
considering your get-up, and what it must 
have cost your master." 

And the lad continued to scrub away at 
his pony. 

" What's your name ? " 

"Tom Brompton. If you don't like it, 
you can have me re-christened— -cakes and 
wine, and pay the charges." 

*^ Bom here ? " asked the footman, super- 
ciliously; for he was getting the worst of 
it. 
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" Here ! " The lad paused, and looked 
about him with a vague afltonishment. 
*' Why, you don't think they grow such as 
me in these parts ? I ain't beet-root, and I 
ain't mangold-wuzzle. I'm London-bom and 
London-bred, which is a jovial state of 
things not to be comprehended by you, my 
fine feller I " 

With the aspect of one who, thinking to 
grasp a ball of wool, has unexpectedly laid 
hold of a hedgehog, the footman, with a 
contemptuous shake of the head, slowly re- 
treated. 

"That wiU do— that will do! I'U go 
and get you your answer." 

" All right ! " was the cheerful rejoinder. 

* 

" As you've got yours, old Tiddlywinks, I 
can wait for the master's." 

" Here it is ; " and the servant, receiving 
a packet from the hand of Mrs. Murdoch, 
presented it to the boy. 
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He popped it in a leather pouch slung at 
his side, and was in the saddle in a mo- 
ment. 

"Is that all?" 

"That's all." 

The lad looked up with a queer twinkle 
in his eye at a huge inscription over the 
gates. 

" Hydropathic Establishment I which 
means, I suppose, a tap of nutritious water 
always turned on at the premises. Thank 
you for nothing, old chap; of the two 
Establishments I prefer the workus pint 0' 
beer reg'lar, no end of skilly, with beef and 
puddin' of a Sunday ! " 

So saying, Tom Brompton shook the reins 
upon the neck of the pony, and dashed away 
in the direction of the railway station. 

The • return telegram contained these 
words : — 

" Every reliance ! " 



CHAPTER IX. 



ONLY A DREAM. 



We must go back some twelve days to the 
time when poor, patient Gertrude was in 
part superseded in her careM watching by 
the skilful nurse from London. 

And a very skilful nurse indeed proved 
Mrs. Prudence. Wakeful and noiseless, 
ever ready to the second with bandage or 
drug, smoothing the pillows with a hand 
whose touch was as a falling rose-leaf, and 
a dozen times during the long, long night 
arranging and re-arranging the bed-clothes, 
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which the sufferer tossed aside in ever re- 
curring paroxysms of pain. No wonder the 
sick man approved of Mrs. Prudence ; that 
by degrees he came to miss her attention, 
and often asked for her when she was absent 
from the room ; not but that, with the all- 
absorbing selfishness of an invalid, especially 
of an invalid of Sir Hugh's nature, he in- 
sisted upon Gertrude's presence also by his 
side; and it was only by kind Mrs. Pru- 
dence's insisting that the young lady should 
have rest, that she (the nurse) was permitted 
for some hours to minister alone in the sick 
man's room. 

A valuable assistant was the London nurse 
to the London doctor. Poor Dr. Bowlby 
was soon nowhere — he, a good-natured, 
worthy creature enough, confessed as much 
to himself, while he bowed with ready hu- 
mility before the profound erudition and high 
scientific attainments of Doctor David Mal- 
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yon, whose button he was proud to hold 
while he dipped into a well of science that 
seemed never to run dry. "Dip as you 
will," Bowlby would say, "up it comes, thp 
bucket brimful and running over," 

" I fear. Dr. Malyon, there is but small 
hope for our poor patient; the brain is — I 
say it with due deference to your greatly 
superior knowledge — ^irrecoverably injured." 

Doctor Malyon feared so too. 

"All that remains for us to do, Doctor 
Bowlby, is to soothe — ^to soothe and trust to 
time for the rest, and the chapter of acci- 
dents — that chapter to which we doctors are 
more indebted than we choose to own, eh ? 
Ha ! ha ! Nature, sir. Nature ; when ioe can 
do no more, we call that lady in and give 
her a chance, and in nine cases out of ten 
she saves the patient." 

"She won't do so in this case," said 
-Bowlby, shaking his head. " Sad business 
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— sad business ! As it was with the father, 
so it is with the son. A mad, headstrong 
race, the Wentworths — violent men. violent 
«nds ! " and the little doctor passed his gold 
«nuif-box to Malyon, who nearly emptied it 
at one gigantic pinch. 

This conversation took place over a 
substantial little luncheon, in a snug room 
in the Abbey, neighbouring the sick-cham- 
ber. . 

A soft knock at the door. 

" Come in ! " 

The " nurse from London " enters. She 
curtseys, first to Dr. Malyon, then to Doctor 
Bowlby. Very quiet and respectful in her 
manner is the " nurse from London." 

Like every one else. Dr. Bowlby highly 
approves of her. 

A groom is going to ride into Dripsey. 
Mrs. Prudence wishes to know if there is 
any alteration in the prescriptions. 

L 2 
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"Xlm! yes; perhaps it will be better^ 
with Doctor Bowlby's approral." 

And so David Malyon, M.D., draws to- 
wards him paper and ink, and writes ; his 
confrere^ meanwhile, being quietly talked ta 
and palxonised by the "niirBe ffom Lon- 
don." 

" Have yon anything to snggest ? " aaked 
Malyon, throwing the slip of paper across to 
Bowlby, who, having set his heart on the 
wing of a pheasant, has just set his fork 
in it. 

" Nothing;^ 

The doctor glances down with a very pro- 
found look, but without reading. 

" It is impossible to improve upon. Doctor 
Malyon. Our double signature — yes, of 
course; very complimentary." Mrs. Pru- 
dence passes the pen, and the doctor signs. 
" Shall I carve for you ? This pheasant is. 
delicious." 
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Mrs. Prudence retires, noiseless aB she 
oame. 

The doctors pile their plates, and, for the 
time being, forget everything but what is on 
them. 

"A glass of sherry with you, Doctor 
Malyon.'' 

" With pleasure." 

How devoutly he wished it was rum. 

In another room of the ancient house, two 
others engaged in earnest conversation. 

Brother and sister. 

Philip and Gertrude Wentworth. 

The room is Gertrude's boudoir. The 
tall French windows open to the ground, 
and out into a small and prettily arranged 
garden. 

Philip stands leaning against the open 
window, hands deep sunk in pockets, fiercely 
biting his moustache. 

Bad news, and a few days' anxiety, have 
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worked a great, a surprising change, in Mr. 
PhUip. His easy, aU-knowmg, "up-to. 
every-thing" manner has gone — his self- 
sufficient swagger utterly departed. He 
seems suddenly, so to speak, to have 
shrivelled up within himself, his features to 
hare become thinner, sharper; the whole 
expression of the face mean and suspicious. 
One could almost imagine that the spend- 
thrift had become a miser in a few short 
hours. 

He strikes his foot savagely on the ground,, 
and swears an oath imnecessary to repeat.. 
His sister, her hand upon his arm, looks up, 
frightened, into his face. 

" You must not say such things, Philip," 
she says, in her pleading voice, so beauti- 
fully soft, so musically plaintive. "They 
make me shudder." 

"But I will say them! Why not? What 
have I done, Gertrude, that the door of my 
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father^s room should be closed only to me ? 
I have an equal right with yourself to 
stay by his bedside, and minister to his 
wants. Not that that kind of business is 
much in my way, but the right exists the 
same." 

"Undoubtedly." 

" And it's my belief," he went on, roughly 
repulsing the little white band that was laid 
so coaxingly on his arm, " that, but for back- 
biters and mischief-makers, I should be aa 
welcome as I ara now unwelcome." 

" Oh, Philip ! " 

^^ I am here as a son should be," he went 
on, speaking with hot vehemence, " to tender 
a son^s affection, and receive the instructions 
of a, perhaps, dying father." 

" Philip ! " 
. "What do I find? That positive com- 
mands are given that I am not to be admitted 
to the sick-room — that my father will not see 
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me; but that I have his kind permiflsion to 
remain in the house, as a guest, I presume — 
as a guest ! " 

" I have pleaded for you, Philip. Night 
and day, I have pleaded for you — ^indeed, I 
have ! " 

"Thanks!" 

He looked down into the innocent £Eice, 
sneering sardonicaUy. 

" I say again, and will say it again and 
again, that my father's mind has been 
poisoned against me — that I am the victim 
of lies, lies, lies ! " 

He struck his heel three times down upon 
the floor, grinding it as grinding the forehead 
of an enemy. 

" And you think that I — " 

"Who else?" and then his wild rage 
bursts out in all its full cowardly force. 
" Who else has had my father's ear from first 
to last ? Oh ! I've bpen well informed as to 
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your doings, your innocent ways, your cun- 
ning serpent wiles ! " 

Gertrude, who had risen, gazed into his 
face with a look of blank astonishment. 

"Well informed! — by whom? Who 
could have been capable of slandering me 
thus?" 

And there arose before her, even as she 
fisked the question, the figure of a little 
bent old man — a man with smooth, silky, 
w^hite hair, shining and soft as floss silk ; a 
man with a hunched back and a stooping 
figure, a manner gentle and caressing as that 
of a tame cat, with eyes deep sunk and 
brilliant as diamonds, which showed the 
latent spirit of a wild one. 

Benjamin DarknoU, in fact. 

It was not in Gertrude's nature to hate 
strongly ; but, oh ! how she feared that 
smooth-spoken and, seemingly so, passionless 
old man. 
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She felt ins^ctively he was no friend of 
hers ; she knew, indeed, none could be igno- 
rant of his blind devotion to her brother 
Philip ; from the latter's birth the old man 
had been his faithM much-suffering ser- 
vant and slave. To all the cruel caprices of 
the boy, the old man had given way without 
a murmur. What it pleased Philip Went- 
worth to order, that it was Benjamin Dark- 
noil's business to do. 

A ready pupil and a bad teacher ; but the 
careless father, who gave slight heed to any- 
thing but his horses and dogs, was only too 
glad that old DarknoU should take care of 
his unruly boy, and so an evU shadow waa 
everywhere destroying all healthy fruit. 

" Who,'' cried Philip, in answer to Ger- 
trude's question — " who but those who have 
my interests at heart, and see the trick I am 
to be played." 

" Brother ! oh, brother ! my dear brother t 
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what wicked people they must be who have 
told you all this ! " 

She sought to encircle him with her arms, 
but he pushed her off, drawing his brows 
fiercely together, and hardening his heart 
against her as he did so. 

" Get away," he said, " all will come right 
in time, and, among the rest, you will get 
your deserts. There's a doom and a gloom 
over everything in this accursed house ; but 
you'll please to remember one ^thing — ^that 
whatever occurs to you, you've brought it 
on yourself." 

He looked askance at her as he said this, 
and could not help being struck by the 
agonized expression of her face. 

Gertrude's was one of those natures that 
bend before the storm, hoping it will pass 
away ; a thoroughly woman's nature, trusting 
to the last. 

" You know you hate me, Gertrude ! " he 
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said, but in a somewhat nulder voice. ^^ My 
&ther hates me, and you follow suit. It's 
the nature of your charming sex to go with 
the stronger party, you know.'' 

" That is not true," was the quiet reply. 
** I have been your defender with our fsither 
always." 

The dark shadow came back upon his 
fEice. 

" Who accused me ? There must be an 
accuser for a defender to be needed." 

Gertrude might have answered, "Tour 
own evil conduct was your accuser ; " bat she 
only drooped her beautiful head, flower-like, 
beneath a rain of tears. 

A step came crunching over the gravel, a 
man halted before the window, and, as he 
stood, blotting out the sunlight, projected a 
shadow into the room. 

The shadow was long and crooked. The 
fi gure that cast it was Benjamin DarknoU's. 
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" Can I have a word with you, Philip ? 
The doctors have had another consultation ; 
I fear your father's worse." 

He never once glanced at Gertrude; 
speech and gaze were alike directed to the 
young man. 

** Is my father worse ? " cried Gertrude, 
pale and trembling, as she started to her 
feet. " My poor dear, dear papa ! I will 
go to him at once ! " And thinking of 
nothing but the suffering man, who might 
require her attention, Gertrude passed 
quickly from the room. 

The hunchbacked old man came nearer to 
the window. Philip still standing sulkily 
within the shadow he cast into the 
room. 

" Gertrude " (ceremony was a thing dis- 
pensed with in so old a retainer of the Went- 
worth family as Benjamin DarknoU), — 
"Gertrude knows her power, and, like her 



xq8 Who Will Save Her? 

t 

sex, will hold it to the last. A nice child, 
truly, to bear the weight of three vast 
estates I " 

The old man laughed a soft, almost^musical 
laugh, as he glanced at Philip, still moody 
and silent. 

" I am proud of the family — ^proud of its 
name, which expires, should Miss Gertrude 
marry, or you — " 

Philip stopped him with an impatient ges- 
ture. 

" There — that's enough ! I am in your 
hands. Daddy DarknoU. I think you love 
me, whatever the rest may do.'' 

Philip had stepped from the room into 
the garden, but still ti-eading in the shadow 
of the old man, who laid his long bony hand 
upon his arm. 

" You think I love you, Philip ! " he said, 
in a voice that trembled beneath its weight 
of feeling. ^^ I am threescore years and ten, 



I bear to you." 

They had quitted the little gar 
shaking his silvery hair, the old 
a somewhat unpleasant, toothless 
laughter that savoured of the grav 
to a huge sun-dial that stood 
their path. 

A heap of carved stonework, I 
escutcheon of the Wentworths ir 
There was a shadow on the dial, ' 
not to that the soft-voiced old mi 
Philip's attention. 

A double shadow, cast by Philij 
noil, fell, black as night, as death 
stone escutcheon. 

" A black mark ! " the old m 
his caressing voice. *^But it 
delible. We can remove it, Ph 
we will ! " 

That night, wearied with watcl 
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ing constantly, hoping, hoping always, Ger- 
trude Wentworth had a dream. 

The fire had crumbled down to its last 
ash, and Gertrude, forgetful of her promise 
to Mrs.. Prudence to retire to rest, still 
lingered by her father's bedside. 

Sir Hugh was sleeping. As Dr. Malyou 
said, the one great thing for him was to be 
soothed. The brain grew heavier and 
heavier — the Baronet was quiet, and he 
slept. 

There was a dullness in the air — that very 
early morning air, which seems the parting 
breath of a dying day — ^and Gertrude tried 
in vain, with shawl and wrapper, to keep it 
out. The lamp had given its last despairing 
gurgle, its wick a last expiring flicker, when 
Gertrude "Wentworth, crouched up among 
the thick folds of the curtains at the bed's 
head, dreamed a dream. 

The sick man still slumbered heavily — ah, 
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BO heavily ! The moonlight was pouring 
into the room in one shower of cold, soft 
silver, when between the moonbeams and 
.the bed, glided into the room a small gnome- 
like figure. 

Had it walked upon air, its footsteps could 
not have been more noiseless. It floated, 
rather than walked, and seemed to hover, 
with restless, bird-like haunt, over the con- 
fusion of phials which were gathered 
together on the table. 

Stopper after stopper was withdrawn, cork 
after cork deftly removed, the contents held 
up to the moonlight, and closely examined. 

Then from the folds, as it appeared to 
Gertrude, of her grey shadowy dress, she 
produced another phial. 

The phial — a very small one — she emptied 
into a glass of what appeared to be an offer- 
yescmg drink. 

It was only now, as she turned, that Ger- 
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tmde recognised the face, dried up and 
parchment-like, of the "nurse from London." 

Slowly, and with no other light but the 
moonlight to guide her, the woman ap- 
proached the bed. 

Gectrude knew there was danger, and 
struggled with her sleep, but it dimg to her 
like the serpents to the Laocoon, and, do 
what she could, it was impossible to throw 
it off. 

The woman approached the bed, and bent 
over Sir Hugh, who, with that low, terrible, 
half-inaudible moaning, was tossing his 
head from side to side, not violently, but 
like one under the influence of narcotics 
powerless to take effect. 

The woman, with a ready skill that could 
only come from long practice, propped up 
the heavy head, and approached the half- 
filled glass to the lips. 

By a powerful effort, Gertrude shook off 
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the lethargic fetters which had bound her. 
An instinct of danger possessed her — of 
danger great and immediate. 

With a wild cry, she started to her feet. 

"NO!" 

The shadowy hands go up in a gesture of 
alarm. 

There is a noise as of falling glass 
upon the floor ; then Gertrude's overtaxed 
strength gives way, and, with a confusion of 
voices about her, she awakens, to find her- 
self in her own bed, in her own room. 

A voice speaks in her ear, and fingers are 
upon her pulse. The voice and the fingers 
are the voice and the fingers of Doctor Mal- 
yon. 

" Fever, poor child ! — fever I The strictest 
seclusion. Tou will attend to her, Mrs. 
Prudence — you will attend to her." 
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Poor Mrs. Bleek ! A piece of antiquity 
crombling away — a colourless, characterless 
old woman, as thoroughly ^^ faded out " as 
one of tiie myriad figures in the tapesfay 
which rotted on the Wentworth walls, she 
regarded the progress of events around her 
through a pair of weak, watery eyes, too 
utterly feeble to be even astonished, caring 
for nothing, talking of -nothing, but the 
grandeur of the Wentworths, and clinging 
to the " old house " with the instinct of a 
cat. 

Prepared to meet an opponent, Mrs. Pru- 
dence had found in the housekeeper a ready, 
because an unconscious, ally. 

The poor old soul succumbed at once 
before the irruption of " clever folk " from 
London, was ready at beck and call, happy 
to do anybody's bidding, as she glided 
about, a phantom of the past, her head 
always twisted over her shoulder, lacking^ 
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as Benjamin DarknoU would sneeringly 
say, "even strength of mind enough to 
die." 

Her one fear was this same Benjamin 
DarknoU. In his presence she " faded out " 
still more, growing, mentally, thinner and 
thinner, till, metaphorically speaking, she 
became a mere glimmer of a woman, like a 
figure on a magic-lantern slide. 

"An awfiil man is Benjamin DarknoU, 
my dear," she would say to her young mis- 
tress, in those rare times when she permitted 
herself to talk of him at all, " and one that 
I wouldn't knowingly cross for a great deal, 
notwithBtanding his soft-speaking ways. His 
daughter, Mrs. Eockwood as is now, was 
one not easily to be faced when she was 
angered, but, lor' bless you, darling, I 
would rather have to do with her in her 
wrath, than with her father, who never 
seems to get angry at all." 
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In one of her hurried flittings from the 
door of Sir Hugh's room, back to where 
Gertrude, ever greedy of news, was tossing 
her pretty head to and fro uneasily on her 
pillow, Mrs. Bleek encountered Benjamin 
Darknoll coming out of the shadow of the 
long corridor. 

A queer pair they were, this hunched old 
man with the thin white hair and stealthy 
tread ; and this dim old woman, who seemed 
but a gliding shadow of other dim old 
women, who stitched and embroidered cen- 
turies ago, the work now crumbling from 
the ancient walls. 

Both far advanced in years, yet, how 
different in thought and feeling ! — the man 
restless and eager beneath his quietude of 
manner, busy with the present and full of 
schemes for the future; the woman only 
brooding upon what has been — a nervous, 
spectral old lady, seemingly almost as im- 
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palpable to the touch as one of those chilly 
vapours that nestle over tombs. 

She was hurrying by, when DarknoU, by 
a gesture, stopped her. 

" Good evening, Mrs. Bleek. You come 
jfrom Sir Hugh's room ? " 

"Yes, Mr. Darknoll — ^that is to say, from 
the door of his room, Mrs. Prudence not 
permitting any one, and very properly too, 
I'm sure, to cross the threshold." 

" Mrs. Prudence has no will of her own 
in the matter," observed the old man quietly. 
"She acts under the doctor's instructions. 
How is Sir Hugh ? " 
. The housekeeper shook her head. 

" Nothing arouses him for more than a 
few minutes at a time from his terrible 
heavy sleep. He takes his drugs as quiet 
as any babe, and then goes off again, sound 
as before. He asks for no one, not even for 
Miss Gertrude now." 
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^' And that is the message you are taking 
her ? " asked the old man, in his softest voice. 

" Heaven forbid ! " cried the housekeeper, 
with a start. "In her state, it would be 
her death — ^the dear, loving thing ! " 

Benjamin Darknoll had drawn nearer to 
her, and was peering inquisitively into her 
face. 

" Her state ! Is Miss Gertrude, then, so 
very ill?" 

" Not ill, but suffering in mind as well 
as body, the darling ! The doctor said a 
violent shock might have the worst con- 
sequences." 

" Ah, yes, I understand," said the old 
man, shaking his white head. " Her poor 
mother died of heart disease, if I remember 
right. Such things are too often hereditary." 

He did not remember right, as he was 
quickly reminded; for, in touching upon 
the past, he had entered upon Mrs. Block's 
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domain, and she was proceeding to give a 
circumstantial account of the causes which 
had led to the late Lady Wentworth's 
demise, when Darknoll interrupted her. 

f^ There, there, the poor lady sleeps her 
last sleep ! Let her rest ! I fear Gertrude 
has her mother^s nature — a weakly flower, 
whose life the first rough blast might wither* 
Poor child 1 " 

The words were kind, but though the 
voice was, as usual, so soft as to be almost 
caressing, there was but little pity in its tone* 

"Poor child!" he repeated; "she will 
require careful tending I ' Whom the 'first 
shock may kill,' — ^those were your words, 
Mrs. Bleek?" 

" They were Dr. Malyon's. He seems a 
very clever man— Dr. Malyon." 

" A man of vast experience. His orders 
must be implicitly obeyed. You must let 
no one, for the present, have access to Miss 
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Gertrude. Absolute repose for both fiEtther 
and daughter is necessary. Poor child! 
poor child ! " — and, as he had come out of 
the shadow, so he was absorbed by it again, 
as he walked on, leaving Mrs. Bleek to flit 
away on her errand, more misty than ever. 

Arrived at Sir Hugh's room-door, Dark- 
noU softly laid his knuckle against the panel. 

It was opened quickly, and closed as 
noiselessly, by Mrs. Prudence. 

"The same?" was his whispered ques- 
tion. " No alteration ? " 

" No alteration as yet." 

" The girl must not see him again." 

Mrs. Prudence shrugged her shoulders. 

"It is, perhaps, better that she should 
not, though the result would be the same." 

" Who knows ? Affection has sharp eyes, 
and father and daughter love each other 
well. Love will sometimes work miracles, 
Mrs. Prudence." 
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That lady shrugged her shoulders 
again. 

^^ Hate may do it, not love. If you had 
seen as many death-beds as I have, Mr. 
Darknoll, you^d know what, even -in the 
last agony, hate can do ; how lips, with the 
coldness of the grave upon them, would 
spend their last breath to curse; how the 
hand already half clay, would claw convul- 
sively at the pen that was to enrich, by 040 
' expiring stroke, some hospital or almshouse, 
leaving kith or kin to die in the one, or to 
be relieved by the other.'^ 

Here the ** nurse from London " laughed 
— or, rather, the muscles of her generally 
immovable face simulated a laughter,' that, 
though visible, made no sound. 

** Charity 1 " she went on, for Darknoll, 
his head bent, his eyes searching the ground, 
did not immediately speak. ^'It would 
have a queer result, could one inquire how 
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mucli of real charity there was behind the 
' charitable donations ' we see blazoned out 
on parchment, carven in brick, and set up in 
marble ! Love of their species ! pity for the 
fallen ! — above all, pity for poverty I Bah ! 
Hatred, malice, and all e^/z-charitableness ! 
They feed the poor's box, and keep 'good 
institutions' actively alive. And it's so 
throughout nature— all links in a chain! 
Look at the herbs in my shop— the same 
that yields a poison, yields a cure ! " 

"If Philip," said the old man, who had 
evidently not been listening to a word she 
was saying, ''had again sought an inter- 
view with Sir Hugh ? " 

" I believe the remaining strength still 
left the Baronet, if any, would be exerted 
to put him from the room." 

Darknoll muttered something between his 
teeth, and turned away. Few things moved 
the strange old lodge-keeper out of his 
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usual quiet. One thing always did so— an 
unkind mention of Philip. 

" He must We siimed grieyously, this 
young man," said Mrs. Prudence, her keen 
red eyes watching closely the other's equally 
keen black ones. 

"His have been but the foibles of youth," 
answered the lodge-keeper. " Prodigal of 
money he never sweated to earn ; careless 
of those attentions which the selfishness of 
old age requires ; ever in love with a neat 
ankle and a sparkling eye ; bred up as one 
of the lilies who toil not, neither do they 
spin; gifted with but one knowledge of 
money — that it was made round, that he 
might roll it away the faster." 

"A young man to be commended," 
smiled the cynical Mrs. Prudence. " There 
is no conceiving what an amoimt of good your 
light-gloved, delicate, spendthrift hands may 
do. When they shake the tree, all unbe- 
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known to them, the bread-firnit falls into 
the laps of a thousand others, to whom such 
bread is life." 

" Philip will be rich enough in a day or 
two, when Sir Hugh dies," said Darknoll, 
somewhat impatiently and sulkily. 

He was turning away, when the woman 
laid a swift hand on his arm. 

^* Are you sure of that ? " 

There was something in her voice that 
caused the lodge-keeper to turn upon her 
sharply. 

" What do you mean ? " 

"What you had best convey to Mr. 
Bockwood. I came here by his wish; I 
take my orders from him, and no other." 

" I have neither the wish nor the right 
to command," said the old man, in his 
smoothest voice and softest manner. " I 
also take my orders from Mr. Bockwood, 
who, as you know, is, at the present speak- 



Shadows About the Threshold. 177 



ing, a guest at my humble house. What 
is it that you wish me to convey to him ? " 

"That it is my belief — nay, I have al- 
most a certainty — that a will has been 
written — that a taill eansts. 

Benjamin DarknoU gave a gasp. 

Like the two augurs, the precious pair 
understood each other, but they didn't 
laugh aloud. 

" Exists ! — where ? Impossible ! " 

Mrs. Prudence gave her usual shrug. 

"As to the * where,' that will be for 
others to discover. As to its being impos- 
sible, you are the best judge of that." 

" But the reasons for your suspicion ? " 

"His continual muttering in his sleep 
about no need of lawyers — they are all 
knaves — but that he has taken care of that ; 
that the wolves will be disappointed of their 
prey ; and that, when he is gone, the lamb 
may turn, and rend her pursuers." 

VOL. I. N 
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"I don't understand what he means by 
that," murmured Darknoll, with another 
gasp. 

But the two augurs, who did not laugh, 
understood each other perfectly. It is so 
hard, even with those who know us best, to 
shake off the habit of dissimulation. 

" The Wentworth estate is not entailed, 
I beUeve ? " 

" No.'' 

*' It is in the power of Sir Hugh to leave 
it to you or me ? " 

" It was in his power to do so. A man 
not in his right mind can make no valid 

will." 

" Suppose the will was made and wit- 
nessed before the accident. "What then ? " 

They had long ago withdrawn from the 
threshold of the sick man's door, and amidst 
the gloom of the gathering shadows, seemed 
but shadows themselves, as they stood in 
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the deep embrasure of a window, looking 
out upon ghostly tree and vanishing lawn. 

" I have been Sir Hugh's friend, adviser, 
and confidant for long, long years. He 
would never have made such a will without 
consulting me. A weak man — " 

Ag^in the otherwise impassive counte- 
nance of Mrs. Prudence rippled with a 
silent laugh. 

"You surprise me, Mr. DarknoU — a man 
of your experience ! Why, of all men, the 
weak ones are the most dangerous — the least 
to be relied on. A weak man has the heart of 
a rabbit, but the cunning of the fox ; and if 
his best friend should lean upon him, he 
breaks beneath him like a rotten stick. Do 
you know a man called Mildmay ? '' 

How could he help knowing him ? 

" Another weak man, and rector of the 
parish. Mr. Mildmay cares for nothing, 
thinks of nothing, but his rod and line, 

n2 
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and," — ^this with a sneer — " perhaps, the 
poor of the parish." 

"Mildmay is the name he constantly 
conples with the will. If a will exists, 
it is your Mr. Mildmay who has witnessed 
it." 

"It is impossible ! " exclaimed the old 
man, moved for the first time beyond self- 
control. The rector was in all things op- 
posed to Sir Hugh." 

" And to Miss Gertrude ? " 

This question came upon Mr. Benjamin 
Darknoll like the sting of a wasp. 

The rector adored Miss Wentworth ; and 
it was in his house that she had found a 
congenial society, while her brother was 
playing billiards with the young "squir- 
eens '' at the * "Wentworth Arms,' down in 
the village, or busy on the nearest race- 
course, preparing a " book," or whilst the 
Baronet himself was whooping and holloa- 
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ing, like a red-coated maniac, over hill and 
down dale, after the brush of a fox. 

It was beneath the kind rector's roof that 
Gertrude had met his pupil Everard ; and 
love, whose seeds are scattered by the winds 
of heaven, grew up between them, like a 
flower, 

*^ Carry what I have told you to Mathew 
Bockwood. I repeat, I am here as his 
servant, and it is only Mathew Bockwood 1 
obey. To my mind, the game is over, and 
the gamesters sold." 

The lodge-keeper's eyes gleamed savagely, 
as she turned almost contemptuously away, 
and, with a slight wave of the hand, re- 
passed the threshold of the room. 

A strange woman ! A terrible . wardier, 
whether watching at the threshold of life, 
when baby eyes open with wonder on a new 
and cruel world, or whether standing by the 
dark portals of death. Yet, with those who 
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knew this quiet little woman only in her 
double vocation of herbalist and nurse, Mrs. 
Prudence was beloved by some, respected by 
all. 

It would be a thing curious to know if, 
whe^ the French poisoner, Brinvilliers, 
passed from bed to bed, in her daily round 
of the hospitals, testingy with tearful eyes or 
smiling face, her drugs upon the patients — 
if any recognised in the beautiful, " charit- 
able " lady but another and more terrible 
form of death, who, when those delicate 
hands arranged the linen of the bed, felt, 
with instinctive shudder, that the grave- 
clothes were being fastened[ about them, and 
that as the lithe and serpent-like figure 
paused, bending over them, with velvet 
touch and soothing words, that each touch 
was a fiendish test — each word a calculation 
to result in — death ? 

Of one thing we may be sure — ^that the 
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withered old woman of the Warren cared no 
more for the ^'departing spirit " in the bed 
than she would have done for some jfrog in 
an aquarium, or than the great French 
chemist did for the dog that licked his hand 
beneath the knife. 

When Lacftnaire, the murderer, was ex- 
amined, the judge demanded from him a 
reason for his wholesale and often unre- 
munerative cruelties. " The desire to kill ! " 
was his reply. 

And the spirit of Lacenaire, the fiend 
assassin, dwelt in this little red-eyed woman, 
who, on ordinary days, sat in her shop, 
sorting her herbs and blinking, after the 
fashion of her namesake, in the sunlight. 

Malyon knew her well. These two things 
of eyU had, from natural affinity, been dmwn 
together. The man of science, the disap- 
pointed and bitter student of the world, had 
understood the woman thoroughly when he 
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said, ^^ I would trust her with anything — 
hut my life." 

It was seldom that Daddy Darknoll's 
blood ran cold, but it did so as the little 
woman vanished once more, ghost-like, into 
the sick man's room. 



CHAPTEE XI. 

PETER APPLETHWAITE. 

t 

It was with a heavy and troubled heart that 
Benjamin DarknoU took his way home across 
the park. 

Were all his plans to prove abortive, and 
Philip, the child of his blood, to be cast out 
fihamed and a beggar ? 

The ambition he, an old, old man, had 
nourished for years, was it to crumble from 
him as the earth erumbles beneath the foot 
on the edge of a grave ? 

Years ! — the years had become days. 
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hours, almost minutes, and the danger he 
had most feared was at hand. 

Still the old man held to his resolve, that 
one of his blood should rule where he had 
served — at Wentworth Abbev. 

" He promised me that," he said, " when 
I threatened to expose him before his new 
wife in his own house. What ! my daughter 
— my handsome daughter wasn't good enough 
for him, this creature of clay, who has taken 
as much pains to break his neck over a 
fence as a thief does to gain his promotion 
on a gallows ! For a great wrong there 
must be a great right, and Philip shall yet 
be lord of this place, upon which my grand- 
father and his great-grandfather were bom." 

The evening had almost darkened into 
night when Darknoll reached his home. 

And a very pleasant home it was, that 
cosy old lodge, with its ivied porch, that 
rose into a sort of tower, with a great es- 
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cutoheon of the Wentworths over the door- 
way, covered with drooping masses of wild 
hop, and, sweetest of creeping plants, the 
lady of the bower. 

A place it was for an artist to sketch, for ^ 
a poet to visit, and afterwards to revisit 
again and again in his dreams. 

Nothing, if judged, by line and rule, was 
correct in form — ^in builder's form ; but, oh ! 
the delicious "greenery," that wanton and 
exuberanty beauty which held everything in 
a wild embrace. 

A curtain of verdure broken by twinkling 
windows, a forest of chimneys, and there we 
have, embosomed in a garden of flowers, the 
pleasant place* that was once the home of 
Diana DarknoU. 

As the old man hurried across the park, 
the shadowy deer rose up before him, and 
glancing through the fast-rising mist, passed 
swiftly away ; while tte myriad rabbits^ 
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still capering about, came to gaze at the 
intruder, showed their white scuts for a 
moment, and then disappeared in the ground 
like plump little fEiiries. 

Arrived at the lodge, he passed in at a 
side wicket, exchanging a few words with a 
sunburnt fellow in a shabby velyeteen coat, 
who was busy with a biU-hook, trimming 
the hedges and cutting off the decayed 
branches of trees. 

"Any gentlemen here, Applethwaite ? " 
inquired DarknoU. 

The sunburnt man paused a moment to 
consider. 

He placed his bill-hook on a hedge, doffed 
his hat, and with an extremely greasy hand- 
kerchief wiped his forehead slowly. 

" Well, Mister Darknoll, there be no 
denying that there be several persona here ; 
but, when you come to the question of 
gentlemen, why that calls for discussion." 
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" Which it isn't worth my time or yours 
to go into," interrupted DarknoU impa- 
tiently ; adding, " Is Mr. Philip here ? " 

The sunburnt man finished wiping his 
head — a good broad head it was, full of 
natural sagacity — then cast the crumpled 
handkerchief into the crown of his hat, and 
laughed aloud. 

" He be all here ; not a bit of him miss- 
ing, from the top of his head to the sole of 
his boots. And precious tight he is, too — 
his boots and himself.'' 

^^ Drunk ? " asked Darknoll sharply. 

" Drunk ! — well, that is also a question 
open to discussion. I've known a chap as 
would get drunk on a teaspoonful of liquor, 
while t'other chaps — ^myself to the fore — 
always would empty a bucket and coom out 
smilin'. Thust is a thing as is bom with one 
— ^we takes to drink afore we takes to food." 

Darknoll eyed him keenly. 
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" Get home, and close thie gate after you. 
You're better in bed than anywhere else, I 
think;" 

The . sunburnt man, Applethwaite, or 
Sandy Peter, as he was called in the village, 
looked after his temporary employer with a 
grin that nearly cut his face in two, elon- 
gating itself, slowly but surely, from ear to 
ear. 

"Better in bed, am I, Daddy? Well, 
that's a matter as also admits of discussion.'^ 

He crossed to the other side of the hedge, 
and, with much chuckling, drew forth a 
gun and game-bag from under a heap of 
leaves. 

" Bed !— ah ! " and he whistled cheerily. 
*^ What a mee-raculous thing in this world 
is different ideas ! I've got mine, and he's 
got his'n. I'm goin' out on the 4oose,' I 
am ; and oh ! " — here Mr. Applethwaite 
drew a long breath as he polished the lock 
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of his gun with his coat-sleeve, — "what 
splendacious words they are ! ^ On the 
loose I ' Look at me, agoin' out like a 
roarin' lion, a seekin' what other people will 
devour ! " 

He looked around him for a moment. 
Then, placing two fingers to his mouth, 
whistled shrilly. 

^ ' Ah ! here she comes ! What Eumma- 
ger, old gal, come at last ? There goes the 
church clock, dang it ! I might have 
guessed as much. It's I as am before time, 
old wench, not you as is after it." 

As this, to his mind, was a matter that 
admitted of no discussion, he stooped down, 
and tenderly caressed the dog at his feet. 

She had come towards him sniffing through 
the long grass, and with as much, or perhaps 
with more, than human affection, thrust her 
cold black muzzle into his hand. 

A cross between the retriever and the 
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Scotch coUey was Eummager, well known to 
every inhabitant of Dripsey Bridge— known 
and loved — greatly lo-ved — ^bnt, we are sorry 
to say, not respected. 

The pet of all the village children, and, 
of conrse, daintily fed by many of their 
mothers, Sandy Peter's doggie would have 
been ultimately killed by kindness but for 
the thoughtful care of her master, who, 
knowing that much food requires an equal 
amount of exercise to promote digestion, 
took Eummager out for an airing generally 
at nightfall, and always — so his enemies 
said — ^in company with a gun and a game- 
bag." 

" I'm off this job to-morrow," said Sandy 
Peter as he sat down, taking the beautiful 
black head of his dog between his strong 
hands, and kissing it affectionately ; ^^ and, 
to tell you the truth, Kummager, dear old 
gal, I'm not sorry for it. I neyer did like 
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Daddy DarknoU, and I never shall. It's a 
hard thing to say, but when two such friends 
as you and me, Bummager, meets, there is 
no secrets atween us. I would sooner be a 
ohisselin' his tombstone as a cuttin' down 
his trees — much sooner. His trees ! " and 
the tall, strong fellow drew himself erect, 
and looked around. " It's a precious queer 
world for a feller to be pitched into, when 
not only the birds of the air, but every leaf 
and blade of grass has an owner ! Here is 
Mr. Philip, whose father lies dying up at 
the Abbey, has been a' drinking himself 
blind at the * Wentworth Arms.' A won- 
derful ^ arms' it be, crammed wi' all the 
comical animals in creation, a clawing and a 
grinnin' at each other, with the young heir 
to all their beauties a making a hog of him- 
self beneath 'em. Rummager, my darling," 
— and he continued to caress his dog's head^ 
" you come of a good breed, you do, but I 
VOL. I. 
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never yet saw you misbehave yourself acos 
of your family tree. Family tree ! They 
talks a goodish lot about the family tree, but 
I finds, on inwestigation " (investigation and 
discussion being weak points — he would 
have called them strong ones — on the part 
of Mr. Applethwaite), "that they mostly 
counts the upper branches, and says nothing 
of the lower, which helps to build the parish 
stocks and fashion the three-legged stools. 
I know who it was who taught] me to think 
like that," he said with a laugh ; "it was 
young Mr. Everard Corbett, heaven bless 
him ! for the noblest, finest spirited feller 
that ever snapped a trigger. ' Peter,' said 
he to me the day that he left, ' you're as 
brave as a lion, aud as true as steel, but you 
are one of those chaps as hasn't had their 
chances. You look after Miss Gertrude 
while I'm gone, and when I come back from 
India I'll fill your pockets with rupees;' 
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not that I know what those last things are, 
but sweets of some kind, no doubt, for he 
and she were desperate hard on toflfey and 
l)randy -balls ; and so was you, Eummager, 
not forgetting myself, which I believes to 
have been the worst of all." 

Still busy with his gun, he was indulg- 
ing in a hearty laugh at this saccharine 
reminiscence when Eummager rose to her 
feet, and uttered a prolonged and very 
threatening growl. 

Mr. Applethwaite's gun disappeared as if 
by magic ; and assuming a careless, jaunty 
manner, he plucked a dock leaf, and pro- 
xjeeded, with the air of a Chesterfield, to dust 
his boots. 

A voice sounded from the adjacent field, 
— " Hilloh ! — anybody alive that side of the 
Jiedge?" 

Not recognising the voice of the ques- 
tioner, Sandy Peter, with a gesture to 
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Bummager to keep quiet, continued to dust 
his boots. 

" Hilloh ! can't you open your mouths ? '^ 
—a question this time accompanied by a 
shower of pebbles and dirt. 

Then, and not till then, Sandy Peter rose 
up in his wrath. 

" Is it at me or my dog that you are 
throwing your brains? If you want a 
thrashing, take your courage in both hands 
and come over yourself, and you'll get it." 

The invitation was no sooner given than 
it was answered. 

With no slight exertion of strength, a 
man burst through the hedge, and swagger- 
ing up, stood before his questioner. 

Bummager was on to him in a moment, 
but a kick from the new-comer's boot-heels 
sent her back to the side of her master, 
angry, snarling, but ready to renew the 
attack. 
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" I don't know whether your tailor has 
ever taken your measure," said Peter Apple- 
thwaite, angrily surveying the stranger, 
^* but if you touch my dog again I'll save 
him the trouble, and make you take it with 
as much clay at your back as, dug deep 
enough, would serve you for a grave I " 

" Don't talk too quick, yokel ; best look 
at me first ; your eyes may have more sense 
than your mouth." 

The speaker was a muscular fellow, bow- 
legged, and strongly built, wearing the un- 
dress of a groom. He looked at the sinewy 
but lank figure of Sandy Peter with a laugh. 

Peter surveyed him carefully and curi- 
-ously. 

"You'll know me again?" was the 
stranger's question, growing impatient under 
the long survey. 

" Well," was Mr. Applethwaite's rejoinder, 
•** I don't know as I should De inclined to ; 



198 Who Will Save Her? 

yours is not one of them faces as would be 
hung out as a signboard. I think, all things 
considering, on seeing it, I should button up 
my pockets and go to another house." 

The beetle-browed, ruffianly-looking fellow 
seemed inclined to commence hostilities at 
once, but the intense placidity of Peter's 
manner puzzled him. 

" Who is your master here ? ' 

Peter Applethwaite looked first down on 
the ground, then up in the air, then all 
round, till his eyes came slowly back to his 
questioner's &ce. 

" I can't find him. Can you ? " 

" For two pins I'd try." 

" 'Twouldn't be worth the risk," retorted 
Peter, " unless they was diamond pins, the 
Kooinor and his twin brother, some such 
trifles — you couldn't aflfbrd to do it under." 

The fellow, still menacing attack, scowled 
fiercely at the dog. 
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" That's a pretty cur you've got there to 
go about a-bitin' men's heels. How much 
do you reckon her life is worth ? " 

" Pretty nearly about the same vally as 
youm. You touch her agin', and Vll strike 
the balance." 

The two men were close together now,* 
well-matched combatants — ^the one short and 
strong, the other lithe and muscular, hard, 
and spare of flesh. 

^^ I don't know who you are, or what you 
are ; but one thing I do know, that if you 
come through a hedge in that manner," 
pointing to the broken hedge, "without 
asking with your leave, or by your leave, to 
any one who may happen to be on the other 
side of it, I'll fling you back again, you 
blue-faced, undersized scoundrel, that I 
will." 

The allusion to the blue face was made 
to a scar, a huge scar, disfiguring a 
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portion of the stranger's cheek; but the 
word "scoundrel," possibly as being too 
appropriate, aroused to the foil extent the 
man's fdry. 

His bulldog visage, blue mark and all, 
quivered with rage, and raising his hand, he 
struck out fiercely. 

Alas! Mr. Powder Blue — ^for the reader 

must have recognised a disreputable ac- 
quaintance — ^had reckoned without his host. 
A bully, a vulgar, h^toring aggressive fel- 
low, a strong body encasing a craven soul, 
yet one who, by dint of manner and muscle, 
had ruled the roast in convict prison and 
London slum, he never dreamed of opposi- 
tion among the " rurals." 

His antagonist swerved aside, and the 
blow of Mr. Bradley was expended on the 
empty air. 

A crushing retort came from the strong 
right arm of Peter, and as Powder Blue 
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came stumbling forward, he felled him at a 
blow. 

It was rather a pleasant sight to see Mr 
Bradley lying there among the ferns. He 
was very quiet, and, spread out upon the 
grass, looked very like death. 

Mr. Applethwaite, however, knew better. 

" Get up ! " he said, delivering a not very 
gentle kick into the prostrate man's ribs. 
** You ain't good-looking when you are up, 
but you're better on your legs than on your 
back." 

Powder Blue rose sulkily enough. 

" I'll have your life for this ! " 

The ^^ free forester," as Peter was some- 
times called in the village, replied to this 
threat with a laugh. 

^' What ! take a man's life because you're 
worsted in a fair stand-up fight I For 
certain sure, you never was bom in our 
county. We gives and takes a licking in 
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good party and the harder the fist that has 
malleted us, the readier we are to shake 
it." 

Such were not the sentiments of Mr. 
Powder Blue. 

Mopping the blood from his face, he stood,, 
and, lacking the congenial wall, furtively 
shouldered a tree. 

" Look here ! " he said. " You don't 
know me, but you shall ! I'll stake twenty 
pounds in any honest man's hand, and fight 
you for it ! Will you do as much ? " 

Peter Applethwaite laughed outright. 

" I ? Why, man aloive, I never was pos- 
sessed of twenty shillings in my life ; but as. 
you're strange in these parts, and don't know 
our ways, I'll thrash you as often as you 
like for nothing ! " 

Before the other man could make reply, 
which he was about to do in a very practical 
manner, a rider, who had approached un- 
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perceived by either, thrust his horse between 
them. 

" Whaf ft the row here ? Tip to some of 
your tricks, Bradley ? " And, leaping from 
the saddle, Mathew Rockwood tossed the 
reins to the now obsequiously attentive 
groom. 

" Or," and the lawyer turned sharply upon 
Applethwaite, "are you up to some of 
yours ? " 

" Well," replied Mr. Applethwaite, with 
his usual amused grin, "I dunnot know 
what you mean by that. Mister Mathew; 
except, p'r'aps, in the way of a hare or a 
rabbut, I haven't got much on my conscience, 
and I hope as you won't be troubled with a 
worse digestion." 

Eockwood was about to make an angry 
reply, when he caught sight of Darknoll,^ 
standing at the wicket, impatiently beckon- 
ing. 
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^^ You and I will settle accounts another 
day, Mr. Applethwaite." And Bockwood, 
followed by Bradley, who was leading the 
horse, strode away. 

Mr. Applethwaite's face Mras again divided 
by an excess of mirth. 

^^ Settle accounts! That's what you're 
up to I I've known you. Mister Bockwood, 
for nigh about my lifetime, and I know this, 
that when you come to settle accounts, it 
means ruin to somebody ! " 



CHAPTER XII. 
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" I HAVE said, it, and I'll repeat it. Ger- 
trude is my sister; and though, for the 
matter of that, she hasn't behaved much 
like one, I won't see harm done her ! " 

The speaker, Philip Wentworth, is seated 
on the edge of a table of black oak, whose 
surface is so polished by time and Motion, 
that it reflects, like a mirror, the objects 
placed upon it — those objects, at the present 
moment, being bottles and glasses. 
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He is smoking, as usual, but he is very 
pale, and his manner betrays an agitation 
altogether unlike his customary half-natural, 
half-assumed indifference. 

The room, which is the sitting-room of 
the lodge, has three other occupants. 

Darknoll, the lodge's proprietor. 

Malyon, the physician of eminence from 
London. 

Eockwood, the thieves' attorney and pros- 
perous gentleman. 

Darknoll is seated nearest to Philip, his 
body bent forward, his hands upon his 
knees, his sharp, bead-like eyes fixed upon 
the young man's face. 

Malyon has placed himself modestly at 
the extreme end of the table, and, haying 
secured one of the decanters to himself, is 
busUy investigating and dimimshing ite 
contents. 

Eockwood alone is not seated, walking to 
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and fro with his usual restlessness of move- 
ment, like a panther in a cage. 

*^ Philip," — it is the old lodge-keeper who 
is now speaking, in a voice so gentle and 
caressing that it might pass for a woman's, 
— " Philip, you have no reason to doubt the 
devotion of any one here. You cannot doubt 
my love." 

" Oh, bother your love ! " was the un- 
gracious reply. *^I suppose you like me 
well enough. We've known each other for 
such a precious long time. ^Can old ac- 
quaintance be forgot ? ' and all that kind of 
thing. As for Mat Eockwood's devotion, 
I'm pretty well up to that. He is devoted 
to his own interests, that's what he 
is!" 

" Just so," assented the lawyer, with a 
contemptuous nod, as he continued to walk 
the room. 

^' For the doctor," — and Philip jerked his 
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thumb over his shoulder in Malyon's direc- 
tion — ^he's devoted to the bottle." 

" You're right there, my young Mend," 
was the doctor's tranquil reply ; " and never 
was devotion more generously responded to. 
* They are things of no spirit, their blood is 
asleep, that when it is offer'd them, do not 
drink deep.' Good advice, and Ben Jonson's. 
This is capital port, Mr. DarknoU ! " 

" It is a rare wine," said the old man, 
turning half round, but his eyes ever wan- 
dering towards Philip. " My father laid 
down many dozen of it in one of the vacant 
crypts of the church vaults, to ripen, like 
the bodies around, into a more generous life 
among the dust and the cobwebs. Besurgam 
was the motto he placed above them." 

" And," said the doctor, toeing down a 
bumper, "a very good motto, too, as long 
as I have the felicity to be one of the re- 
surrection angels. If fate," he went on, 
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refilling his glass, and admiring its rich red 
hue and strawberry light against the globe 
of the lamp that was standing on the table, 
— " if fate had inconvenienced me with the 
burthen of riches, the first thing I should 
do would be to lay down a good cellar of 
wines ? " 

"What for," asked the lodge-keeper, 
^^ except to repeat the old folly of heaping up 
riches for others to enjoy ? Near the Went- 
worth cellars the Wentworths themselves 
are buried, and it has often struck me how 
it must torment the souls of some of those 
hard-drinking, pleasure-loving men, for their 
bodies to lie stiff and stark in their coffins, 
unable to turn either to the right or the 
left, while the glorious juice they loved so 
much is ripening in the darkness by their 
side." 

" From which I draw this sage conclusion, 
Mr. Darknoll : that the truest wisdom in 
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life is to enjoy the present," — here he 
emptied his glass, — ^^and let the fature 
look aflter itself." 

^*Ah!" said the old man, with a half 
sigh. *' You'll pardon me if I say that you 
never belonged to — or, rather, you never 
were — the head of a great family. Dr. 
Malyon. It is a wonder to what heights 
these owners of great names wiU soar, and 
to what depths they will sink, to pile up 
their pyramid of pride, and Uye again ii. 
the grandeur of their children." 

" For my part," — and, for the first time, 
Mr. Bockwood stopped his restless walking 
to and fro, and approached the table — ^^ 1 
go in for large profits and quick returns. 3 
am a self-made man, and care as little foi 
those who come after me as for those wh 
have gone before. Enough of this," for iiu 
doctor was about to speak. ^^ We are hei 
to talk business, and business it must b( 
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Why all this beating about the bush ? We 
each know what is passing in the other's 
mind, yet draw back, like children from a 
darkened room. You say, Malyon, there is 
no hope for Sir Hugh ? " 

^^Not in medical skill," was the cynical 
doctor's calm reply. ^^ I would not answer 
for his life over to-morrow." 

Dreadful news, surely, for a son to hear. 
It produced, however, no visible effect upon 
PhiUp, who, swinging his legs about, con- 
tinued smoking. 

" And if the news you bring should prove 
true," — Rockwood turned to DarknoU, — 
^^and Sir Hugh has made a will, what 
then?" 

^^ I mentioned the nurse's suspicions, not 



mine." 



" When Mrs. Prudence suspects^ you may 
write in your memorandum-book the word 
^ certainty,' " said the doctor, sotto voce. 

p 2 
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"You are a lawyer, Mathew," and the 
lodge-keeper addressed his son-in-law. 
" You must know best." 

Bockwood laughed. 

" He must be a far abler lawyer than I 
am to discuss the contents of a document he 
has not seen." 

"A clever man can always speculate — 
none better than yourself, Mathew. A will 

made " 

i 

" Would be in &your of Gertrude," an- 
swered Bockwood, without waiting for the 
conclusion of the question ; " and my young 
Mend here left out in the cold." \ 

" I^m not the only one who would freeze, 
then. Mat?" put in Mr. Philip, with a 
malicious grin. "There's a certain some- 
body who holds a paper of mine which, if 
not liquidated when due " 

"Will put you in prison in less than 
twenty-four hours," was the stem reply. 
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^^ I am a man of business, and mean busi- 
ness. You are a butterfly; but your 
modem butterfly, to exist, must have wings 
of bank-paper, or down lie comes to the 
earth, without " — and Mr. Bockwood play- 
fully rattled the cash in his pockets — " even 
a lodging in Ghrub Street." 

" Tou don't mean " and Philip rose 

angrily from his seat at the table. 

"I mean," — and the lawyer confronted 
him with a visage hard as granite, — " I 
mean you to do my bidding — obey my 
orders. Do you hear, Mr. Philip ? Do 
you think I've any thought of you in this 
matter ? Pull my chestnuts from the Are, 
and it shall be my care your paws are not 
burnt in the process ; but — " and withdraw- 
ing his right hand from his pocket, he struck 
it fiercely down on the table, making the 
bottles and glaases dance and ring again— 
^* fail to do this, and " — glancing at Dark** 
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noU, who was nervously ringing his hands 
— "unless others take you up, I will put 
all the power I possess in force, and pass 
you as a shambling, shuflSing vagabond, in 
the streets of London, yet never toss you a 
sixpence with which to buy oblivion.'' 

" Mathew I Mathew ! " 

" I know what you would say, Mr. Dark- 
noil; but you forget there are no ties of 
blood between this young gentleman and 
myself. Not that, if there were, it would 
make much difference. As a man of busi- 
ness, I mean everything as business. The 
only bond I choose to recognize is a legal 
one, duly witnessed; and the only tie, 
red tape. This girl— this one obstacle 
between ourselves and fortune — must dis- 
appear ! '^ 

This declaration took no one by surprise 
but Philip. He stared from one to the 
other, aghast ; then, " I don't know what he 
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means ; but I'll stick to what I've said — I 
will, by Joye ! And, mind you. Daddy 
Darknoll, I'll hold you responsible if any 
hann comes to Gertie ! " 

" No harm shall come to her," replied the 
old man, soothing the fright and anger of 
Philip with his musical voice. " We have 
arranged all that. You are your father's 
heir." 

" Well, yes ; at least I ought to be." 

" You shall be ! but you must be guided 
by us." 

" Driven ! " snarled the lawyer between 
his teeth ; but the word was unheard, and, 
therefore, unheeded, by Philip. 

" Gertrude has ever stood between your 
father and yourself ! " the old man went on. 
"A pretty girl — ^pleasant to listen to — 
charming to look at ; but clever and cunning. 
You were absent; she had your father's 
ear. Your faults — ^your many faults— lost 
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nothing in passing to him through sncdi a 
medium." 

" Of course ; I know that now you've told 
me," said Philip gloomily; "but I should 
never have guessed it of Gertrude." 

"Nor I, till proof brought conviction. 
' Fair and false ' was a motto we villagers 
used to repeat in our youth ; and age has 
brought me experience of its truth. It is 
for you, Philip, to select between riches and 
beggary. I should scarcely think" — and 
for the first time there was a tinge of bitter- 
ness in the old lodge-keeper's voice — " that 
you can take long to decide." 

Philip felt that all eyes were fixed upon 
him, so commenced roosting on one leg 
nervously, while he pulled at his long, silky 
moustache. 

" Well, a fellow who has been brought up 
as I have — a gentleman, who never did a 
stroke of work in his life — can't be expected 
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to cut under to anybody, especially when 
his rights are concerned. I'm an easy goer, 
I am ; but when it comes to be robbed of 
one's rights, you know, I'm hard in the 
mouth, and difficult to ride." 

It was fortunate for Philip's self-love, 
that his words were addressed to Benjamin 
DarknoU, and his eyes averted for the 
moment from the lawyer and doctor, or 
even he might have perceived the profound 
contempt with which those two professional 
gentlemen were regarding him. 

His siUy swagger, however, again forsook 
him, and his better nature once more, and 
for the last time, endeavoured to assert 
itself. 

"But what necessity is there for what 
you call Gertrude's disappearing? Better 
half a cake than none. Can't we share ? " 

" Share ! " thundered the lawyer. 
^^IJpon what right will you ground your 
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claim ? Bo you want it to be proclaimed 
to the world who and what you are ? " 

A solemn silence followed Bockwood's 
words. 

The nnhappy Philip covered his face with 
his hands. 

It was DarknoU who first broke the 
silence with his smooth, silvery voice. 

" We have decided, in your interest, that 
Gertrude Wentworth shall disajjpearV 

" You don't mean by death ? '' 

Who shall describe with what a coward's 
white and haggard face Philip looked up ? 

" No, no, no ! A seeming death, that is 
all ! To live elsewhere, well cared for — 
excellently well cared for ; but not again to 
revisit the Wentworth estate." 

A grim sense of what was intended begim 
to enter into Philip's mind, but the look of 
horror was still upon his face. 

" You swear her life shall be safe ? " 



Friends in Council. 219 



^* We solemnly swear that." 
. " Then how prevent her return ? " 

" It shall be prevented." 

" "What I Do you mean that Gertrude is 
to vanish away utterly?" 

" Utterly ! " 

" And no inquiries to be made ? " 

*^ And no inquiries to be made." 

" Oh, come, that's a trick above even you, 
Mat Eockwood ! " 

" No inquiries will be made — ^no inquiries 
can be made ! " said old Darknoll, his hand 
on Philip's knee, his voice reduced to a 
whisper, "Cases have been known where 
persons in a trance " 

Philip started. 

" In a trance," the old man went on, 
" have been spirited away, to awaken to a 
new life in some far-distant place." 

" A sort of Arabian Nights' business, you 
mean, Daddy; but that cock won't fight 
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now-a-days/' said Mr. Philip, whose selfish 
nature was rapidly recoyering its equanimity. 
" Your genii who try on that kind of game 
will precious soon find themselves in stone 
jugs, as t'other ones were shut up in stone 
botfles." 

^'The genii will be found, nevertheless. 
And I shall see the dream of my life realized, 
and you," his voice was now so low that it 
only reached Philip's ear, " my grandson — 
the lord of the Wentworth estates ! " 

" But you don't mean you are going to 
bury Gertrude alive?" asked Philip, the 
horrified look again coming back to his 
face. 

" Why not, since we are sure of her re- 
awakening ? " 

Weak as he was vicious, the young man 
turned suUenly away, his head bent, his 
hands drooping forward listlessly between 
his knees. 
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Darknoll rose and approached the two 
other conspirators, who were standing in a 
far comer of the room. 

" Leave him to me," he whispered. " I 
know him— none better — ^none so well. It 
is but a question of time; the rest will 
foUow." 

" And our visit to the old church vaults ? " 
asked Doctor Malyon, who, having finished 
his decanter of port, appeared for the first 
time to take an interest in what was going 
forward. 

"To-night, at twelve." 

" Midnight ! Quite the sensational hour ! 
Does our young friend accompany us ? " in- 
dicating Philip." 

" No." 

"Quite right. Are you bound for the 
village, Rockwood ? " 

^' I have an appointment with Mrs. Pru- 
dence, at the Abbey." 
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They passed out of the lodge, and stood 
beneath the ivy-covered porch. 

^^ Shall I give you a light?" 

" Thanks ! " 

Malyon leaned forward till the end of his 
unlighted cigar touched the fiery tip of the 
one that Bockwood held between his lips. 

" Safe investment, eh ? " 

" Splendid ! " 

" Good idea, that of Darknoll's ; none but 
an old fellow who had hung about church- 
vaults all his life could have hit upon it. 
Its working out rests jrith you, doctor." 

" With me and Mrs. Prudence. That^s 
an invaluable woman — ^very." 

A flame rose up from the ignited cigars, 
and for a moment illumined their faces. 

Both were as calm and collected as though 
their respective owners were bent upon 
errands of charity and goodness. 

" At twelve — ^here." 
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"At twelve. Take care of yourself, 
Malyon. DarknoU's port wine is powerful 
in its effects." 

" Ball ! — there's not a headache in a hogs- 
head of such glorious stuff. Au revoir ! " 

And parting at the garden-gate, each 
went his way — Eockwood towards where 
the ancient turrets of the Abbey showed 
dim and ghostly above the distant trees; 
the maa of science striking off in the direc- 
tion of the ' Wentworth Arms/ his thoughts, 
despite his warm eulogy of the port, bent 
upon rum-and-water. 
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the church vaults. 

Midnight! 

There is no moon, and the lawyer and 
doctor, attended by another man, come 
stumbling among the grass-grown graves, 
which everywhere snrround the old Abbey 
Chnrch. 

Some half a mile from the stately Abbey 
itself, this magnificent ruin, for it is fsist be- 
coming one, stand|i half-hidden by branching 
yews, some of which report affirms to be 
more than a thousand years old, yet, though 



The Church Vaults. 225 

hollow and decaying, they continue to vege- 
tate with a marvellous vigour, throwing out 
branch after branch, as loth, after so many 
long years of watching, to altogether with- 
draw their pall-like shadow from the sleep- 
ing dead. 

Eising above their dark enclosure is the 
great church tower, with double buttresses 
at its angles, ending, though not seen in 
such a night as this, in a richly embattled 
parapet, adorned with pinnacles, all fast 
crumbling into ruin. 

The later Wentworths, who cared little 
for anything but a thorough-bred horse and 
hound, had spent little or no money upon 
the ancient edifice ; and though the present 
rector, idle, good-hearted Frank Mildmay, 
had caused some restorations to be made, 
they were but few. He was no antiquarian, 
and cared more to see the silvery flash of a 
trout at the end of his well-managed line, 
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than for all the artistic marvels that stone 
and brass could offer. 

Very ancient, and, to the artist's eyes, 
very picturesque, is the old Abbey Church ; 
the exterior of the original building, a mix- 
ture of Norman and early English, peering 
through its veil of ivy, which — this was 
the rector's doing — ^was not left so thick as 
to conceal all its beauties. 

That marvellous improver of much in 
architecture that would otherwise be harsh 

4 

and cold, old Father Time, had placed his 
mellowing hand everywhere, rounding angles, 
breaking lines, and softening, even while 
destroying. 

In the great porch, old Benjamin DarknoU 
is seated, a lantern by his side, on one of 
the two stone benches so much affected by 
village gossips, male as well as female, on a 
Sunday. 

Seen in the dim light of the lantern, there 
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is a something weird in tie old lodge- 
keeper's bent form, white hair, and gleaming 
eyes : and so the doctor thinks, and whispers 
as mneh to the lawyer. 

" Qneer card, your venerable father-in- 
law. Mat, as we see him now. In that 
Eembrandtish light and shadow, he looks 
like some old monk, who might have been 
present at this church's building." 

" Curse the church ! " is Eockwood's em- 
phatic and somewhat blasphemous reply, as 
he draws his wrappers closer around him. 
"The damp and chill strikes to one's 
marrow. I never entered one yet that I 
didn't get a cold in the head that lasted me 
a fortnight." 

As DarknoU rises, they both greet him 
with inquiries about Philip. 

The old man answers that he has per^ 
suaded him to go to bed. 

" The poor boy has had a great shock, 

q2 
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and is shattered for the present in body and 

" You know PhiKp," sneers Rockwood. 

" Surely I do." 

" And so do I. Get over it ! — ^pshaw ! 
A man who has led the life he has, and 
is eager still to lead it, has no more heart 
or conscience than one of those stone old 
buffers in the niches yonder." 

" You wrong him, Mathew. You have 
always wronged Philip," says the old man, 
almost fiercely. 

*^ Well, well^ time will show. Let us 
get over our night's work as speedily as 
possible, for it's by no means a pleasant one." 

^^ There is nothing unpleasant in looking 
on the fair face of a girl who, all^ coffined 
as she is, haa not yet caught the sad decay 
of the tomb." 

" When was she buried ? " asks the 
doctor. 
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" But three days ago. Her likeness to 
Miss Gertrude was remarkable." 

" We'll judge for ourselves, daddy, upon 
that point," says the lawyer. " What was 
her name ? " 

" Kose AyUffe." 

" Ha ! I think IVe heard my wife speak 
of her ; but what a devil of a light youVe 
got! Here, Powder Blue," — turning to 
the man who accompanies the doctor and 
himself, — " come to the front, and turn on 
some extra glory. You should be quite 
at home at this kind of thing; only a 
church is not exactly the place you'd care 
about breaking into." 

Mr. Bradley — for it is that enterprising, 
but hitherto unsuccessful, genius — shambles 
forward, and, producing a dark lantern 
from beneath the folds of his coat, gives it 
a twist, that sends a stream of light dancing 
on the nail-studded church door. 
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Old DarknoU follows the rays with his 
sharp black eyes, and laughs. 

" There's all that remains of a fellow 
who did break into a church just seven 
hundred years ago.". 

"What do you mean?" asks Powder 
Blue, recoiling several steps. 

" His skin. The skins of foreign pirates 
and robbers, such as were guilty of sacri- 
lege, were tanned and nailed to the church 
door, as a farmer now nails a kite to his 
bam door." 

"Dear me I Why, so it is," says the 
doctor, as, taking the lantern from the 
horrified Powder Blue, he closely inspects 
some dark encrustations about the nails 
of the door. "A common practice with 
our ancestors, I know, especially with 
Danish pirates and the like." 

"Lucky for you, Joe, that we live in 
more civilized times," puts in Bockwood, 
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" or, we might see that sky-blue integu- 
pient of yours serving as a Sunday suit to — " 

" Stow it, Mr. Eockwood ! — please, stow 
it ! I ain't up to chaff on sich subjecks ; 
I ain't, indeed. Not but what, if sich was 
the law now as you say was set down by 
our ancestators, there's a precious many as 
is marbled up inside places like this as 
would find themselves stretched outside 
here in the h'open air along wi' the westry 
papers, and sich like." 

Darknoll, who has produced a bunch of 
keys, opens the door. A huge look, but 
well oiled, as are the hinges upon which 
the grizzly memento of the long-defunct 
pirate rolls back noiselessly. 

'^ Is it necessary to enter the church ? " 
asks Bockwood, as he stands gazing into 
the dark interior from where the lights they 
carry are already conjuring up a myriad of 
dancing shadows. 
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" Yes ; I have only a key to the private 
entrance to the vaults, the sexton being 
from home.'* 

The four men enter. The doctor, who 
immediately impregnates the sacred edifice 
with a strong aroma of rum-jmd-water, 
gazes around him curiously ; Bockwood 
walks on, indifferent to everything but the 
business that brought them there; while 
Powder Blue, his feelings still shocked by 
the robber's skin on the door, wears the 
look of one both injured and discouraged. 

Curious that this ruffian, to whom the 
darkest night and most villanous neighbour- 
hoods in London has no terrors; whose 
brutal nature, bull-dog like, careless of 
odds, seeks the quarrel and courts the 
fray, feels a cold perspiration bursting out 
from his forehead and hands, as the lights 
they carry quiver hither and thither among 
the stone figures on the tombs, and 
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painted saints upon the windows and 
walls. 

Here, a Crusader, with crossed legs and 
half obliterated face, caught the light for 
a moment, glared out upon them with his 
stony eyeballs, and was gone. There, a 
carved oaken dragon, rampant on a pew, 
with emblazoned shield and projecting, 
painted tongue, stood out at his very elbow, 
and caused Mr. Bradley to start as from a 
suddenly-disturbed snake. 

The interior of this old, exceedingly old, 
church, was very beautiful, despite the 
terrors of the garotter, consisting of nave, 
side aisles, and chancel, massive pillars, 
rich with sculptured adornments, dividing 
the nave from the kisles, while tall and 
shadowy oak stalls, covered with the most 
grotesque of carvings, increased the gloomy, 
solemn effect ; and as the shambling feet of 
Powder Blue clattered over one of the 
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many brasses, that ruffian's heart turned to 
water — ^the thing, as he would have him- 
self expressed, '' being altogether out of his 
line." 

"All Wentworths," said Darfcnoll, ad- 
dressing the doctor, and waving his hand 
towards the recumbent figures around. " A 
branch — the younger one — of the cruel 
Strafford's family ; cruel, ever cruel, and 
proud. "Ha!" — and he waved his lan- 
tern, waking up many a ^pale, still face 
with vanishing gleams of light — " there's 
a many here that must find their marble 
piUows more easy lying on than they did 
their feather ones ! Temple of truth ! " — 
and the lodge-keeper chuckled, — "temple 
of lies, if we read aright the tombs and the 
brasses." 

He paused before a low-browed arch, a 
deep recess, cut in the thickness of the 
wall. 
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Without being concealed, it was partially- 
hidden behind a huge stone font, in which 
generation after generation of the Went- 
worths had been christened. 

*^ The father stood by while Philip was 
christened ; it was he who gave the name, " 
whispered DaxknoU into the ear of his son- 
in-law; ^^ and what was so solemnly done 
then shall not be undone now ! " 

"You'll have to look sharp about it, 
Daddy ; a thousand such christenings 
wouldn't suffice to make Philip heir to the 
Wentworth estates." 

"No one else shall inherit them," said 
the old man, through his clenched teeth — 
that is to say, through the few that re- 
mained to him. 

He inserted a key from the bunch he 
carried, pushed open the door as he spoke, 
and a rush of damp, earthy air came out 
into the church, already chill enough in 
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all conscience. So great was the rush, so 
sudden and so cold, that but the lights 
they carried were protected, they would 
inevitably have been extinguished. 

A flight of crumbling steps, a long pas- 
sage, and the four men are standing in the 
vaults beneath the church. 

A vast and awful place it was this dismal 
subterranean abode of death. The flooring 
of the great church, supported by circular, 
groined arches, seemed, though higher than 
a tall man^s touch, to weigh down upon the 
head and oppress the brain. 

" Is this where you keep your wine, Mr. 
DarknoU ? " asked the doctor, with a laugh, 
though unable to repress a shiver. 

The old man pointed a lean finger to one 
out of the many crypts in the labyrinth of 
walls, a crypt carefully boarded in. 

" There they rest, as they have rested for 
this half century — sunshine, bottled up in 
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the deepest darkness. I shall put a cork- 
screw to the whole lot when Philip becomes 
Sir Philip. I will not stint a glass." 

"Mark me down among your guests," 
said the doctor. " You give me a double 
interest in the approaching event. But 
what are we treading on, that seems to 
crumble away so beneath the feet ? " 

" Bones." 

" Oh, indeed ! " 

There was no astonishing the doctor, but 
the more delicate nature of Powder Blue 
was much revolted, and he raised his 
feet gingerly up and down, like a bear 
that is learning to dance on hot plates. 

" Bones — layers of bones, four feet deep. 
Bones are built everywhere into the walls — 
huge bones, belonging to stalwart races. 
This church is built over, or on, one of 
those vast tumuli which marked the fierce- 
ness of the struggle between the Saxon and 
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the Dane, and received, without distinction, 
the bones of each." 

" What's that ? '' and Powder Blue gave 
a great start. 

" A rat." 

No, no. There were rats in plenty, 
chasing each other in and out of the crypts, 
or sitting on the coffins, ghastly things 
dropping from hole and wall, 'and watching 
the visitors with fearless, gleaming eyes ; 
but rats had no terrors for Mr. Bradley. 
Bats! why the houses in the London 
Warren were honey-combed by rats. 
They held jubilee in its alleys and courts, 
and gUded before the nocturnal passenger 
as he walked, swift, grey, and ghostlike. 
No; it was not a rat that Mr. Bradley 
meant, but " That — ^that ! '^ and he pointed 
to a hideous, vampire thing, clinging, with 
outstretched wings, to a great leaden coffin 
— a sort of horrible family escutcheon. 



The Church Vaults. 239 

"Oh, the bat! Bats grow to a great 
size down here," said the lodge-keeper. 
" The vapours nourish them. The coflBn 
that fellow is clinging so fondly to contains 
an abbot — a jovial, madcap abbot, in those 
good old times before the eighth Henry 
turned the monks adrift. They say that 
Abbot Everard — ^he was a Wentworth, too 
— ^had sold himself to the Evil One ; and I 
sometimes fancy that these horrible crea- 
tures" — pointing to the bat — ^^ are here to 
watch over their master's bargain." 

"You seem in a cheerful humour to- 
night, Daddy," said Eockwood, unable to 
repress a shudder. "But bats are not 
business — not our business, at any rate, for 
«.ep^t. mere is tH^'gi^PsLffln 'that 
you spoke about ? " 

"Not here," said the old man, quickly 
and disdainfully — " not here. None but 
great folk lie here." 
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He pushed on till, after passing through 
several other grim passages, he stopped 
before a number of stone shelves, upon 
which some coffins, covered with plain 
black cloth, and studded with plain black 
nails, had been newly placed. 

" Take down that one,'' he said, holding 
up his lantern, and indicating the newest- 
looking, " and place it here upon this pile 
of earth. Do you believe in ghosts, doctor?" 
he continued, turning suddenly towards 
Malyon. 

" Who ? I ? No," laughed the cynical 
doctor ; " I've prepared too many skeletons 
for that. Jeremy Taylor, a very clever per- 
sonage, who^" 

" I have read his works," quietly inter- 
rupted the old man. 

The doctor opened his eyes, suppressed a 
whistle, and went on. 

^^ That worthy divine compares a skeleton 
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to a cage of bone, from which * the winged 
soul long since has flown.' Now, nothing 
will persuade me, as a man of science and 
some experience, that that soul is likely to 
rehabilitate itself from the musty contents 
of an old wardrobe or clothes-press, full of 
moths and fleas — ^not to mention worse in- 
sects — ha ! ha ! " This was in a paren- 
thesis. " I wonder whether they are 
ghostly, too ? — ^to go wandering up and 
down moonlit corridors, and — highly aris- 
tocratic people all their lives — as cold as 
icicles, and as proud as the devil — to go 
frightening some unfortunate housemaid out 
of her wits, by bursting out of a cupboard 
where the ghost, mind you, has no right to 
be, and considting an ignoramus concerning 
a secret in which she .can take no possible 
interest." 

" When Eose Ayliffe died," said Dark- 
noil, who had been giving but slight heed 
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to the doctor's talk; ^^I thought I saw a 
ghost." 

" Ah !— indeed ? " 

" I was crossing the park, the face of the 
dead girl still vividly in my mind, softened 
by the touch of death out of all trace of 
coarseness, when I came upon its living 
copy, framed in the moonlight, just out of 
the shadow of the trees." 

" Ah ! I know," grumbled the doctor, 
who was taking a cheering swig at a pocket- 
flask. *' There's always moonlight in such 
matters, as they turn on the lime-light on a 
theatre in a sensation scene." 

'' It was no phantom, as I confess I at 
first imagined, but Miss Gertrude Went- 
worth herself, taking a solitary ramble in 
the park. The likeness was — " 

He was stopped by an exclamation of 
astonishment on the part of Bockwood. 

With the experienced hand of the trained 
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burglar — and few honest men are more 
dexterous — Bradley had prized open the 
coffin-lid in a few minutes. 

It was Mathew Kockwood who had ut- 
tered the expression of surprise. 

"Why, but for the colour of the hair, it 
is Gertrude herself! " 

" The colour of the hair can be changed ! '^ 
suggested the silvery voice of DarknoU in 
his ear. 

They — these four men — scoundrels all, 
yet each moved by so different a feeling, 
gathered round the desecrated coffin, upon 
whose inmate the double lanterns poured 
down a flood of light. 

A face of exquisite beauty, ghastly in its 
shroud perhaps, and terrible in the icy 
rigidity of death, but beautiful exceedingly. 

" Who would have thought," murmured 
the lawyer half to himself, as he turned 
away firom the open coffin, "that Eose 
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Ayliflfe could ever have looked like this? 
If death works such miracles, who knows 
but I may become an angel in my coffin ? " 

" In your coflSn perhaps, yes, but never 
elsewhere," laughed the cynical doctor. 

Mathew Bockwood turned to the lodge- 
keeper. 

"Never was scheme better concocted; 
we work without even a fear of detection. 
This idea of yours will save all, Benjamin 
Darknoll." 

They, the lawyer and the lodge-keeper, 
drew Malyon towards them, and, with heads 
bent low, communed in the shadow. 

Meanwhile, Powder Blue, from the mere 
habit of business, tested the coffin-plates, 
and was greatly disgusted to find they were 
not silver. 

" It^s like ^em," he muttered ; " always a 
cheatin^ the poor man — deceitful even in 
death ! " 
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The three evil heads, taking no heed of 
him, had drawn together. 

^^The Baronet is at his last gasp. I 
know the excitable nature of Miss Ger- 
trude. Leave all the rest to me.'' 

It was the doctor who spoke. 

^^ And the change ^^ — his hand for the 
moment nearly touches the quiet face in 
the coflfin — ^' when may that be made?^^ 

" In a week from this. I have prepared 
for aU." 

" And Dr. Balm — that is, your sister — " 

" Has agreed to everything. " We cannot 
fail ! " 

And again the three evil heads get still 
closer together, till they make but one 
menacing shadow on the wall. 

END OF VOL. I. 
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Alexander of Russia, St. Francis of Assisi, jToseph de Maistre, te. 

Foreign Biographies. By William Maccaix,. 

2 vols. 25«. 
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Tirisley Brothers. 



Lives of the Kembles. By Percy Fitzgerald, 

author of the " Life of David Gamok/* &o. 2 vols. 8vo, 80«. 

Our Living Poets: an Essay in Criticism. By 

H. Buxton Fobman. 1 vol, 12«. 

Memoirs of Sir George Sinclair, Bart., of XJlbster. 

Bv Jambs Gbant, author of ** The Great Metropolis,*' " The Beli- 
giouB Tendencies of the Times," &o. 1 vol. 8vo. With Portrait. 16<. 

Memories of My Time; being Personal Eemini- 

scenoes of Eminent Men. By Geoboe Hoddeb. 1 vol. 8vo, 16<. 

Biographies and Portraits of some Celebrated 

People. By Alphonsb de Lamabtiite. 2 vols. 8vo, 25«. 

The March to Magdala. By G. A. Henty, Special 

Correspondent to the Standard, author of " Search for a Secret/* ka, 
1 vol. 16«. 

Under the Sun. By George Augustus Sala, author 

of '* My Diary in America,** &o. 1 vol. 8vo, 15«. 

The History of Monaco. By H. Pemberton. 1 vol. 

8vo, 12*. 

The Great Country : Impressions of America. By 

Geobgb Rose, M.A. (Abthub Sketchley). 1 vol. 8vo, 15«. 

My Diary in America in the Midst of War. By 

Geobqb Augustus Sala. 2 vols. 8vo, 80«. 

Notes and Sketches of the Paris Exhibition. By 

Geoboe Augustus Sala. 8vo, 15«. 

Prom "Waterloo to the Peninsula. By George 

. Augustus Sala. 2 vols. 8vo, 24«. 

Home and Venice, with other Wanderings in Italy, 

in 1866-7. By Geobge Augustus Sala. 8vo, 16«. 

Paris after Two Sieges. Notes of a "Visit during 

the Armistice and immediately after the Suppression of the Commune. 
By William Woodall. 1 vol. 2«. %d. 

Judicial Dramas : Eomances of French Criminal 

Law. By Henry Spiceb. 1 vol. 8vo, 16«. 

Ballads. By the Author of " Barbara's History," 

&c. &c. 1 vol. 3«. 6(2. 

Sorties from " Gib" in quest of Sensation and Sen- 
timent. By E. Dyne Fenton, late Captain 86th Regiment. 1 vol. 
post 8vo, 10«. 6^. 

Wickets in the West, or the Twelve in America. 

By R. A. FiTZGEBALD. With Portrait and Blustrations. 1 vol. 
crown 8vo, 6«. 
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8 Works published by Tinsley Brothers. 

Travels in Central AMca, and Exploration of the 

Western Nile Tributaries. By Mr. and Mrs. Pethbrick. With 
Maps, Portraits, and numerous niustrations. 2 vols. 8yo, 25«. 

From Calcutta to the Snowy Eange. By an Old 

Indian. With numerous coloured Illustrations. 1 vol. Sto, 14«. 

Stray Leaves of Science and Folk-lore. By J. ScoF- 

FEBN, M.B. Lond. 1 vol. 870, 12#. 

Three Hundred Years of a Norman House. With 

Genealogical Miscellanies. By Jaaieb Hannay, author of "A 
Ck)urse of English Literature," ** Satire and Satirists," &;c. 1 vol. 12t. 

The Eeligious Life of London. By J. Ewing Kitchib, 

author of the " Night Side of London," &c. 1 vol. Svo, 12«. 

Eeligious Thought in Germany. By the Times 

Correspondent at Berlin. Reprinted from the Times. 1 vol. Svo, X2g, 

Mornings of the Eecess in 1861-4. Being a Series 

of Literary and Biogpraphical Papers, reprinted from the Times^ by 
permission, and revised by the Author. 2 vols. 21«. 

The Schleswig-Holstein War. By Edwaed Dicet, 

author of " Rome in 1860." 2 vols. 16«. 

The Battle-fields of 1866. By Edward Dicey, 

author of " Rome in 1860," &c. 12*. 

British Senators; or Political Sketches, Past and 

Present. By J. EwiNG Ritchie. 1 vol. post Svo, 10*. 6^. 

Prohibitory Legislation in the IJnited States. By 

Justin McCabthy. 1 vol. 2$. dd. 

The Idol in Horeb. Evidence that the Golden 

Lnage at Mount Sinai was a Cone and not a Calf. With Three Ap- 
pencfices. By Chables T. Beke, Ph.D. 1 vol. 5*. 

English Photographs. By an American. 1 vol. Svo, 

128. 

Christmas Stories (" Blade -o'- Grass," "Golden 

Grain," " Bread-and-Cheese and Kisses"). By B. L. Fabjeon, author 
of " Grif," ** Joshua Marvel," and " London's Heart." 1 handsomo 
vol. cloth, gilt edges. 5^. 

The King of Topsy-Turvy : a Fairy Tale. By the 

Author of " The Enchanted Toasting-Fork." Profusely illustrated 
and handsomely bound. 5«. 

The Enchanted Toasting-Fork : a Fairy Tale. Pro- 
fusely illustrated and handsomely bound. 6s. 

The Eetention of India. By Alexander Halliday* 

1 vol. 7s. Gd. 
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TIN8LEY BROTHE RS' 8EVEN-AND-8IX PENNY VOLUMES. 

Poppies in the Com ; or Glad Hours in the Grave 

Tears. By the Author of " The Harvest of a Quiet Eye/' &c. 

The Public Life of Lord Macaulay. By Feedeeick 

ASNOLD, B.A. of Christ Churoh, Oxford. Post Svo. 

Moorland and Stream. With Notes and Prose 

Idyls on Shooting and Trout Fishing. By W. Babbt. 

Maxims by a Man of the World. By the Author 

of " Lost Sir Massingberd," " Blondel Parva," &c. &o. 

Places and People; being Studies from the Life. 

By J. C. Pabkikson. 

A Course of English Literature. By James Hannat, 

author of ** Essays from the Quarterly/* &c. &o. 

Accepted Addresses. By George Augustus Sala, 

author of ** My Diary in America," &o. &c. 

The Soul and Money. By Jeremias Gotthelp. 

Translated by Guabtebick Ybbb. 

The Night Side of London. By J. Ewing Eitchie, 

author of " About London," Scg. New and Enlarged Edition. 
"There is a matter-of-faot reality al)out the sketches; but they are chiefly 
remarkable for the moral tone of theur reflections.''— <^c<a«or. 

The Great Unwashed. By "The Journeyman 

Enginbbb.'' Uniform with ''Some Habits and Customs of the 
Working Glasses." 

" Every page can be honestly recommended, and is sure to contain something 
new to t he gr eat majority of reudenJ^—IlltMrated Tim es. 

Some Habits and Customs of the Working Classes. 

By a JOUBNETMAN ENGIKEEB. 

" Here we must leave this very interesting volume, which we advise those 
who wish to obtain accurate information about the working classes to read care- 
fully for themselves.^'— SiifKtoy Gazette. 

The Shuttlecock Papers : a Book for an Idle Hour. 

By J. Ashby Stebby. 

** A gem that ought almost to entitle its author to take a permanent nosition in 
the rank of such essayists as Addison, Steele, Goldsmith, and Lxooh."— Morning 
Advertiser. 

The Pilgrim and the Shrine ; or Passages from the 

Life and Correspondence of Herbert Ainslie, 6.A. Cantab. 
"We recognise in the author of the* Pilgrim and the Shrine' an artist who 
approaches very near to the ideal that his brilliant pages diacloaej*— Saturday 
JSnieuf. 

Higher Law. A Eomance in One Volume. 

" There is, in short, no novel which can be compared to it for its width of 
view, its cultivation, its poetry, and its deep human Interest .... except 
* ILom6[R.^"—Wesrmin*ter Review. 

Military Men I have Met. By E. Dyne Fenton, 

author of " Sorties from Gib." With Twenty Ulustrations. 
" The illustrations by Samboome are excellent and laughter-moving.''— BeR't 
Weekly Messenger. 

Essays in Defence of Women. Crown Svo, hand- 
somely bound in cloth, gilt, bevelled boards. 
" He writes smartly, smoothly, and in the ea^y style which suits an indolent 

reider; his chief effort is to say brilhant things, to be sparkling, facetious, or 

witty ; and the attempt is so successful that every essay has a piquant flavour.'^— 

S^eetaiar. 



TINSLEY BROTHERS' SK-SHILUNR VOLUMES. 



A Hunt Cup ; or Loyalty before All : a Novelette. By 
Wat Bbadwood, author of '' O. Y. H.,** " Eiuemble/* &o. 1 vol. 

The Golden Lion of Granpere. By Anthony Trollofe, 

author of " Ralph the Heir,*' *' Can You Forgive Her 7" kc Bs. 

Sword and Gown. By the author of " Guy Livingstone," 

ke, 5«. 
Brakespeare. By the author of "Sword and Gown," 

'* Quy liyingBtone," &o. 6«. 

Old Margaret. By Henry Kingsley, author of " Geofl6y 

Hamlyn," " Hetty," &C. 6*. 

The Harveys. By Henry Kingsley, author of " Made- 

moiBeUe Mathilde," '' Old Margaret," &c. 6t. 

Barren Honour. By the author of " Guy Livingstone." 6«. 
A Life's Assize. By Mrs. J. H. BmDELL, author of 

"Too Much Alone," " City and Suburb," "George Geitii," &c. 6*. 

A Eighted Wrong. By EDMUND Yates. 6«. 

Anteros. By the author of "Maurice Dering," "Guy 

Livingstone," kc. 6«. 

Stretton. By Henry Kingsley, author of "Geofl&y 

Hamlyn," &c. 6s. 

Maurice Bering. By the author of " Sans Merci," " Guy 
LivingBtone," &c. Cs. 

Guy Livingstone. By the author of " Sword and Gown," 

" Barren Honour," &c. 6t. 

The Kock Ahead. By Edmund Yates. 6«. 

The Adventures of Dn Brady. By W.H. RUSSELL,LL.D. 6«. 

Black Sheep. By Edmund Yates, author of " The Kock 

Ahead," &c. 6«. 

Sans Merci. By the author of " Anteros," " Border and 

Bastille," &c. Gs. 

Border and Bastille. By the author of "Sword and 

Gown," " Brakespeare," kc. 6s. 

Not Wisely, but Too Well. By the author of " Cometh 

up as a Flower." 6s. 
? riss Forrester. By the author of "Archie Lovell," &c. 6«. 
i ecommended to Mercy. By the author of " Sink or 

Swim?" 6*. 

Lizzie Lorton of Greyrigg. By Mrs. Lynn Linton, author 

of " Sowing the Wind," &c. 6*. 

The Seven Sons of Mammon. By G. A. Sala, author of 

" After Breakfast," &c. 6s. 

Maxwell Drewitt. By Mrs. J. H. Riddell, author of 

" Too,Much Alone," " A Life's Assize," &c. 6s. 

Phemie Keller. By Mrs. J. H. RiDDELL. 
Rich Husband. By Mrs. J. H. RiDDELL. 



TINSLEY BROTHERS' 

TWO-SHILLING VOLUMES, 

XJnif ormlj bound in Illustrated Wrappers, 
2b he had at every RaiJ/nmf StdU and of every BookieUer i/n, the JSBMgdcm^ 

1. Every-Day Papers. By Andrew Halliday. 

2. The Savage-Club Papers (1868). With all the Original 

lUuBtrationi. 

3. The Savage-Club Papers (1867). With all the Original 

lUuitrations. 

4. The Dower-House. By Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender Cudlip), 

author of ** Denis Donne," &o. 

5. Sword and Gown. By the Author of " Breaking a Butterfly,*' 

'*Anteros,*' ko. 

6. Barren Honour. By the Author of " Guy Livingstone,** &c. &c. 

7. The Bock Ahead. By the Author of "A Bighted Wrong,*' 

8. Black Sheep. By Edmund Yates, author of ^'The Bock 

Ahead,** &o. &;o. 

* 9. Miss Forrester. By the Author of " Archie Lovell.** 

10. The Pretty Widow. By Charles H. Ross. 

11. The Waterdale Neighbours. By Justin McCarthy, author 

of " My Enemy's Daughter,*' ko, 

12. Not Wisely, but Too Well. By the Author of " Cometh up 

as a Flower." 

13. Becommended to Mercy. By the Author of '^ Sink or Swim ?*' 

14. Maurice Bering. By the Author of " Guy Livingstone,'* &o, &c. 

IS.'Brakespeare. By the Author of *^Sans Merci,** ^* Maurice 
Dering,** ko, 

16. Breaking a Butterfly. By the Author of " Guy Livingstone,*' 
^&o. ko, 

17. The Adventures of Dr. Brady. By W. H. Bussell, LL.D. 

18. Sans Merci. By the Author of " Guy Livingstone,** " Sword 

and Gown,** ko. 

19. Love Stories of the English Watering-Places. 

20. Netherton-on-Sea. Edited by the late Dean of Canterbury. 

21. A Bighted Wrong. By Edmund Yates, author of " The For- 

lorn Hope,'* ** A Waiting Baoe,'* ko, 

22. My Enemy's Daughter. By Justin McCarthy, authoi: of 

"The Waterdale Neighbours,** "A Fair Saxon,** &c. 

23. A Perfect Treasure. By the Author of " Lost Sir Massing- 

berd.** 

24. Broken to Harness. By Edmund Yates, author of "The 

YeUow Flag,'* " Blaok Sheep,** ko, ko, 

25. Grif . By B. L. Farjeon, author of " Joshua Marvel," &c. 

26. Gaslight and Daylight. By George Augustus Sala, author 

of **My Diary in America in the Midst of War,** &o. 

27. Papers Humorous and Pathetic. Selections from the Works 

of Gborob Augustus Sala. Beviaed and abridged by the Author 
for Public Beading!. 



TINSLEY BROTHERS' NEW NOVELS. 



Shall I Win Her? By James Grant, author of "The 

Bomanoe of Wttr," '< Only an Ensign,** &o. &o. 3 toIs. 

Merry England; or Nobles and Serfs. By WiLLlAM 

Habbison Aikswobth, author of ** Old St. Paul's," " Bookwood," 
"Windsor Castle," ^Bosoobel," "Good Old Times," "Tower of 
London," &c. 3 toIs. 

The Vicar's Governess. By DoRA Russell, author of 

" The Miner's Oath," &c 3 vols. 

Hurre de Fontenay ; or All Lost save Honour. 3 vols. 

The Only One of her Mother. By the Author of "Alto- 
gether Wrong," " A Winter Tour in Spain," &c. 3 vols. 

Once and for Ever; or Passages in the Life of the Curate 
of Danbury. By the Author of " No Appeal," " Saved by a Woman." 
3 vols. 

A Friend at Court. By Alex. Charles Ewald, F.S.A.y 

author of " The Life and Times of Algernon Sydney," &c. 3 vols. 

Frank Sinclair's Wife. By Mrs. J. H. BiDDELL, author 

of "George Geith," " City and Suburb," "O'oo Much Alone," "The 
Bace for Wealth," " Home, Sweet Home," &c. 3 vols. 

A Young Man's Love. By Mrs. George Hooper, author 

of "The House of Baby," "Little Maggie and her Brother,**^ 
"Arbell,"&c. 3 vols. 

That Little Frenchman. By the Author of " Ship Ahoy." 

3 vols. 

Grantley Grange: Benedicts and Bachelors. By Shelsley 
Beauchamp. Li 3 vols. 

Tom and Jerry : a New Novel. 2 vols. 

A Life's Eeward. By H. M. Lysons. In 2 vols. 

The Vicar's Daughter: a New Story. By GEORGE 

Macdonald, author of " Annals of a Quiet Neighbourhood," " The 
Seaboard Parish," &c. 3 vols. 

Eve's Daughters. By E. Dyne Fenton, author of 

" Sorties from Gib," " Military Men I have Met," &c. 1 vol. 

Boscobel: a Tale of the Year 1651. By Wn^LlAM 
Habbison Ainswobth, author of " Bookwood," " The Tower of Lon- 
don," &c. With niustrations. 3 vols. 

Midnight Webs. By G. M. Fenn, author of "The 

Sapphire Cross," &c. 1 vol. fancy cloth binding, 10«. 6d, 

A Twisted Link. By the Author of " Spencer's Wife," 

" Heathside Farm," &c. 

Sobert Ord's Atonement : a Novel. By the Author of 

"Nellie's Memories," " Barbara Heathcote's Trial," &c. In 3 vola. 

The Old Cross Quarry: a New Novel. By GeraXiD 
Gbant, author of " Coming Home to Boost." 3 vols. 



Tinsley Brothers^ New Novels. 15 

Coming Home ; or, Sithors to Grind. A Fireside Story 

(from whioh the Play, produced at the Globe Theatre, London, July 
5th, 1878, is adapted). By Gbobob Raxph Walkeb. In 1 yol. 

A Pair of Blue Eyes. By the Author of "Under the 

Greenwood Tree," '* Desperate Remedies," &o. In 3 vols. 

Only a Face : and other Stories. By Mrs. Alexander 

Fraseb, author of •* Not while She Uves," " Denison's Wife," " Faith- 
less, or the Loves of the Period," &o. 1 yol. 

The Yellow Flag. By Edmund Yates, author of "Broken 

to Harness," *< A Waiting Race," *' Black Sheep," &o. 8 vols. 

The Misadventures of Mr. Catlyne, Q.O. : an Auto- 
biography. By Mathxw Stbadling, author of "The Irish Bar 
Sinister," " Cheap John's Auction," &o. 2 vols. 

Under the Red Dragon. By James Grant, author of 

" The Romance of War," " Only an Ensign," &c. 3 vols. 

Church and Wife : a Question of Celibacy. By ROBERT 
St. Johk Corbet, author of '* The Canon's Daughters." 8 vols. 

Laura Erie. By the Author of "Blanche Seymour," 

"Erma*s Engagement," &c. In 3 vols. 

The Good Old Times : a New Novel. By WiLLUM 

Habribon Ainswobth, author of '^Boscobel," ^'Old St. Paul's," 
"Rookwood," "The Tower of London," "The Miser's Daughter," &c. 
In 8 vols. 

The Earl's Promise : a New Novel. By Mrs. J. H. Rm- 

DBLL, author of " Too Much Alone," " George Gelth," *' City and 
Suburb," »*The Race for Wealth," "A Life's Assize," "Home, Sweet 
Home," &o. In 3 vols. 

Punished and Pardoned; or, How does it end? A Tale 
of the 19th century. By Mrs. Alexander S. Orr, author of " The 
Twins of St. Marcel," &c. In 3 vols. 

By no Fault of their Own : a New Novel. By Miss Tel- 
FER. In 8 vols. 

The Amusements of a Man of Fashion: a New Novel. 
By Norman Nugent. 8 vols. 

Nelly Dynisford : a New Novel. 3 vols. 

" In the serene expression of her faoe he read the Divine beatitude. Blessed are 
the pure in heart. —LoNaFSLLOw. 

Nor Love nor Lands. By the Author of "Victory 

Deane," " Valentine Forde," &c. 8 vols. 

A Canadian Heroine. By the Author of "Leaves from 
the Backwoods," &o. 

The Squire's Grandson : a Tale of a Strong Man's Weak- 
ness. By BoBERT St. John Corbet, author of "The Canon's 
Daughters," " Church and Wife," &c. In 3 vols, 
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TINSLEYS' MAGAZINE. 

PJtlCE ONE SBILLING. 

A MONTHLY MAGAZIIE OF UB HT AMD ENTERTAIRiNB UTERATURL 

Now publishing, 
JESSIE TRIM. By B. L. Farjeon, author of "Blade-o'- 
Grass," "Golden Grain," **Bread-and. Cheese and Kisses," "Grif," 
'' London's Heart," and " Joshua Marrel." 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. By Justin McCarthy, author of 

"My Enemy's Daughter," "A Fair Saxon," &c. 
FAIRER THAN A FAIRY. By James Grant, author of 
" Under the Red Dragon," " The Romance of War," &o. 

Essays, Articles, Novelettes, &c. 

The first Thirteen Volnmes of '' Tinsleys' Magazine" 

Are now ready ^ containinff : 

A PAIR OF BLUE EYES. A complete Novel. By the 

Author of " Under the Greenwood Tree," " Desperate Remedies," kc. 
LONDON'S HEART. A complete Novel. By the Author of 

" Grif ," " Joshua Marvel," and " Blade-o'-Grass." 
HOME, SWEET HOME. A complete Novel. By Mrs. J. H. 

RiDDELL, author of " George Geith," " City and Suburb," ** Too Much 

Alone " Sec &o 

LAURA ERLE. A complete Novel. By the Author of " Blanche 

Seymour," " Erma's Engagement," &c. 
UNDER THE RED DRAGON. A complete Novel. By James 

Grant, author of " The Romance of War," " Only an Ensign," &c. 
THE MONARCH OF MINCING LANE. A complete Novel. 

By the Author of " The Daughter of Heth," &c. 

GEORGE CANTERBURY'S WILL. A complete Novel. 

By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of " East Lynne," &c. 
THE ROCK AHEAD. A complete Novel. By Edmund 

Yates, author of " Black Sheep," &c. 
BREAKING A BUTTERFLY. A complete Novel. By the 

Author of " Guy Livingstone," &c. 
AUSTIN FRIARS. A complete Novel. By Mrs. J. H. 

RiDDELL, author of *^ George Geith," &o. , 

JOSHUA MARVEL. A complete Novel. By B. L. Farjeon, 

author of " Grif," &c. 
LADY JUDITH. A complete Novel. By Justin McCarthy, 

author of " My Enemy*8 Daughter," &c. 
A HOUSE OF CARDS. A complete Novel. By Mrs. Cashel 

HOEY, author of " Falsely True," Sec. 
DOCTOR BRADY. A complete Novel. By W. H. Russell, 

LL.D., of the Timeit, 

MUSICAL RECOLLECTIONS OF THE LAST HALF 

CENTURY. 

THE HON. ALICE BRAND'S CORRESPONDENCE. 

And numerous Essays, Articles, Novelettes, and Papers of interest. 

The above Volumes are elegantly hound in cloth gilt, price %9. per volume 

Coietfor Binding may he had of the Puhlisher^ priae U, dd, each. 
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